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DEDICATION 

YOU,  to  whom  the  fascination  of  colour ,  perfume  and 
sound  is  dearer  and  more  intense  than  aught  of  physical 
taste  and  enjoyment ; 

YoUf  to  whom  the  sight  of  glowing  vintage  is  more 
pleasing  and  elevating  than  the  exhilarating  flavour  of 
wine  ; 

YoUf  to  whom  the  apple  tree  in  blossom  gives  more 
delight  than  the  luxury  of  eating  its  fruit ; 

You,  to  whom  the  far  off  sound  of  murmuring  and 
returning  bees  thrills  with  a  rapture  never  felt  or  dreamed 
of  in  the  sensuous  taste  of  honey  ; 

You,  to  whom  the  wind  of  passing  over  the  cornfields  in 
magic  ritual,  or  the  Sun  kissing  the  Spring-awakened 
meadows  into  buttercups  and  daisies,  gives  a  sense  of 
rapture  and  rejuvenescence  that  is  impossible  in  any  feast 
or  orgy  ; 

To  you  I  humbly  dedicate  these 

"FLOWERS     OF     IMAGINATION" 

A  world  of  wit  and  beauty  lies  concealed 
In  every  flower  of  garden,  forest,  field  ; 
The  impassioned  lover  and  the  artist  rare 
Are  the  sole  votaries  who  enter  there. 

No  hungry  cares  that  shake  the  mind  with  fear, 
No  stormy  clouds  bedim  that  atmosphere  ; 
Perfume  and  beauty  their  enchantment  fling, 
And  all  is  redolent  of  Youth  and  Spring. 

O  leave  the  dull,  cold  world  and  come  with  me 
Into  this  Paradise  of  God,  and  see 
Where  the  bright  nymph  Romance  her  vigil  keeps, 
And  where  the  sweet  narcissus  wakes  and  sleeps  I 
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ODE     TO     IMAGINATION 

Ah,  what  can  thy  ardour  appease, 
0   spirit   with   fire-flashing   eyes  ? 

Would'st  sound  the  unsoundahle  seas  ; 
And  pierce  the  unpierceable  skies  ? 

Would'st  cull  from  the  first  Spring  roses 
The  passionate  odours  they  bear  ; 

Robe  thy  song  in  the  soft  twilight  closes 
With  the  soul-tempting  colors  they  wear  ? 

Wilt  tryst  with  the  birds  of  the  moor-lands  ; 

Learn  their  rich  unforgettable  song  ? 
Wilt  tryst  with  the  waves  on  the  shore-lands, 

Breathe  the  music  the  tides  bear  along  ? 

Wilt  blend  in  thy  song's  vast  metre 
The  blood  and  the  foam  of  the  vine, 

That  thy  verse  may  be  wilder  and  sweeter 
Than  honey,  or  nectar,  or  wine  ? 

Would'st  steal  the  loud  bass  of  the  thunder 
As  it  chariots  the  black  sky  along  ; 

To  leaven  with  terror  and  wonder 
Thy  palpitant,  heart-stirring  song  ? 

Wilt  grasp  the  hot  reins  of  the  lightning, 
As  it  scorches  the  lone  upland  pine  ; 

Till  we  see  it  flashing  and  brightening 
This   earth-shaking  measure   of   thine  ? 

Wilt  soar  on  the  wings  of  the  morning 
To  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth, 

As  an  eagle  insatiate,  scorning 

His    cloud-compassed    eyrie    of    birth  ? 
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Would'st  spell-bind  the  low  and  the  highland, 

The  sea  and  illimitable  air  ; 
Clasp  Death  and  the  Grave  with  a  high  hand, 

And  Time  with  its  spoils  strip  bare  ? 

Would' st  traverse  with  swift  bounds  and  leaps 
The  shores  of  Remembrance  old, 

The  dark  inaccessible  deeps 

Of  the  destinate  Future  untold  ? 

Dread  spirit,  invisible,   tameless  1 
Ah,  nought  can  thy  ardour  appease 

In  nameable  regions,  and  nameless. 
Nor  in  the  unsoundable  seas  I 
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TO     AN     EARLY     SNOWDROP 

Thou  hast  awakened  from  thy  trance, 

And  lo,  thine  unassuming  eye 
Through  thy  dew-sparkling  lids  doth  glance 

Towards  the  bright  morning  sky. 

Now,  all  around  is  hushed  and  still, 
The  fluttering  breeze  in  rapture  dies  ; 

The  merry  birds  have  ceased  to  trill 
Their  songs  of  Paradise. 

Whilst  thou  wert  sleeping  in  the  bud 
What  dreams  of  innocence  were  thine  ? 

What  visions  fair  did  fill  and  flood 
Thy  sweet  pre-natal  shrine  ? 

When  first  thou  peeped'st  through  thy  bell 
And  felt  the  sunlight  warm  and  free, 

What  were  thy  thoughts  of  Nature  ?  Tell  I 
Seemed  she  not  fair  to  thee  ? 

Here  in  the  balmy  dew*s  caress, 

Spring's  earliest  trophy  and  her  praise ; 
Fair   innocent,  thou  can'st  not  guess 

Her  peevish,  fickle  ways. 

O  wherefore  of  His  power  immense 

Did  God  not  see  it  fit  to  give 
Perennial  Spring  and  innocence, 

And  bid  thee  ever  live  ? 
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Fain  would  I  shield  thee,  little  one, 
From  harm,  and  teach  thee  to  beware 

The  fierce  east  wind,  the  midday  sun, 
The  night's  cold  treacherous  air  I 

Alas,  thy  doom  is  e'en  as  ours  ; 

For  when  the  harsh  world's  blast  comes  on 
Thou  wilt  bethink  thee  of  past  hours. 

And  peaceful  dreams  since  gone. 
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LOVERS     OBLATION 

A  place  of  honour,  maiden,  thou  did'st  ask, 
A  holy  crypt  within  my  fane  of  song  ; 
And  though  I  shelved  from  day  to  day  the  task, 
I  would  not  do  thee  wrong  ; 

Since  wronging  thee  I  should  the  temple  mar 
I  build  and  dedicate  with  hopes  and  fears 
To  her,  the  Beautiful,  my  life's  lode-star, 
Through  long  unhonoured  years. 

Though  in  the  builder's  brain  the  grand  design 
Is  perfect  and  complete,  who  will  admire 
Behind  the  scaffolding  the  work  divine, 
Rising  in  dome  and  spire  ? 

Yet  with  thy  beauty  am  I  so  opprest, 
A  holy  chapel  I've  reserved  for  thee, 
Where,  safe  from  mortal  ruin  thou  shall  rest, 
My  crow^ned  Persephone. 

To  thee,  from  far,  thy  votaries  shall  spur 
With  offerings  of  unappeased  desire, 
And  cast  their  gifts  of  frankincense  and  myrrh 
Into  thy  censer  fire. 

Sweet  incense  shall  within  thy  chapel  burn 
From  forest  plunders  of  the  odorous  East, 
And  balsams  rare  that  make  the  senses  yearn  ; 
And  I  will  be  thy  priest. 

There  will  I  minister  from  day  to  day. 
And  when  the  darkness  falls  on  sea  and  land 
I'll  keep  my  vigils  till  the  morning  grey, 
With  Love's  lamp  in  my  hand. 
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For  in  the  discord  of  decadent  years 
Thou  wert  one  gradual  strain  of  purest  song, 
Surging  from  the  abyss  of  laughter,  tears, 
And  earth's  persistent  wrong. 

And  when  the  rolling  heavens  grew  black  overhead. 
And  the  wild  wingless  thunder  pealed  afar, 
And  all  my  hopes,  like  dead  leaves  charioted, 
Thou  wert  my  night's  one  star. 

0  goddess  with  the  bright  and  passionate  eyes. 
Limbs  lithe  and  supple  as  the  swallow's  wing, 
Lips  eloquent  with  love,  thou  did'st  arise 
The  first  flower  of  my  Spring  ? 

Alas,  what  form  of  ministry  is  mine  ? 
Shall  my  oblation  pace  with  my  desire  ? 
What  gift  of  soul  lay  on  thy  hallowed  shrine  ? 
_JWhat  sacrificial  fire  ? 

1  would,  beloved,  I  could  bring  to-night 
A  heart  steeped  in  the  mystic  quietude 
Of  the  descending  dew  and  soft  starlight. 
Not  stirred  with  alien  blood  I 

I  would  that  I  could  bring  a  record  pure 
And  stainless  as  the  snow  that  falls  from  heaven  ; 
A  life,  like  marbled  beauty,  to  endure 
And  future   ages  leaven  ! 

As  veins  of  ore  riven  by  the  fiery  blast 
Of  the  earth-delver  in  the  secret  mine, 
My  life  shall  in  the  furnace  fire  be  cast, 
And  all  its  ingots  thine. 

For  of  my  day's  insistent  drudgery. 
And  of  my  sad  night's  unregarded  hours. 
Their  hidden  treasures  will  I  bring  to  thee  ; 
And  all  life's  fairest  flowers. 


14  FLOWERS    OF    IMAGINATION 

And  of  the  pains  and  sorrows  that  perturb 
My  soul,  I  give  thee  all  the  heavenly  gleams  ; 
And  of  the  fitful  slumbers  that  disturb, 
Their  energizing  dreams. 

And  of  the  splendour  and  the  gloom  of  night 
That  canopy,  my  prison  and  my  throne, 
Thy  souvenir  shall  be  the  all-holy  light ; 
The  darkness,  mine  alone. 

I'll  trample  into  ashes  'neath  my  feet 
This  hell  that  burns  about  my  prison  bars ; 
And  bring  to  thee,  beloved,  for  guerdon  meet, 
My  heaven  with  all  its  stars. 

Unheard-of  melodies  will  I  rehearse. 
And  breathe  upon  thee  the  enduring  breath 
And  might  of  Song  in  subtlest,  sweetest  verse, 
And  Love,  that  conquers  Death. 

Ah,  what  is  life  beneath  the  blessed  sun 
Unhallowed  by  the  ministry  of  Love  ? 
For  what  was  Beauty  given,  but  to  be  won, 
And  pure  hearts  heavenward  move  ? 
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THE     GARDEN'S  SECRET 

Spring,  the  great  Enchanter,  stalketh 
Through  my  earthly  Paradise  ; 

Breezes   soft  as  maiden's  whispers, 
Perfumes   sweet   as  lover's   sighs, 

And  a  thousand  forms  of  beauty 
At  his  magic  bidding  rise  ; 

Love-breathing  Spring. 

Fain  would  I  his  art  discover, 

And  his   laboratory   lone, 
Where  he  blends  his  living  colours 

And  his  odours  zephyr-blown  ; 
Therefore  will  I  woo  the  flowers 

And  their  secret  make  my  own  ; 
Love-whispering    flowers. 

**  Snowdrop,  in  thy  coy  seclusion, 
From  thy  bed  where  thou  didst  dwell 

In  thy  dark  and  silent  slumber. 

What  aroused  thee,  framed  thy  bell 

Where  thou  hid'st  the  mystery 
Of  thy  stainless  beauty  ?     Tell  1  " 
"  Love  I    Innocent  Love  I  " 

**  Lily  white,  on  thy  stalk  swaying. 

Pure,  immaculate,  O  say. 
Who  such  glacial  beauty  gave  thee, 

Cloistral  charms  that  shame  the  day, 
Robed  thee  with  thy  virginal  meekness 

Meet   for   spirits  ?     Tell   me,   pray  1  " 
"  Love,  purest  Love  I  " 
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"  Rose,  with  odours  languishing, 

What  strange  fires  have  crimsoned  thee. 

Like  a  bride  incarnadined 

Blushful  with  Love's  mystery  ? 

Or  art  thou  the  passion  token 

Of  Earth's  lover's  kiss  ?     Tell  me  I  " 
"  Love,  passionate  Love  I  " 

Through  the  twilight  vaguely  stealing 
Come  the  whispers  from  afar. 

From  the  ocean's  fiery  sunsets. 
From  the  bourne  of  sun  and  star, 

In  soft  accents  sweetly  telling, 
Love  hath  made  us  what  we  are. 
Love,  mighty  Love. 


c^ 
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AGATHON'S  GREETING  TO  BAUDELAIRE 

Voice  of  thy  era  I     Hail  I     O  Baudelaire, 

Tenebrous  minstrel  of  a  restless  age, 
Who  set  to  music  sickness  and  despair, 

Enwreathed  with  flowers  of  evil  poet,  sage  1 
Ah,  not  in  vain  did  Lust  and  Death  allure 

Thy  subtle  soul  to  Pluto's  shadowy  coast ; 
They  were  indeed  thy  eerie  guides,  O  poor, 
Decadent  ghost  I 

Through  what  delirious  rituals  hast  thou  passed  ? 

What  strange,  neurotic  dreams  ;  what  orgies  pale  ? 
What  phantoms  did  thy  mental  furnace  cast, 

Full  panoplied  with  evil,  to  assail 
Thy  avid  votary,  until  he  sees 

The  Earth,  a  leper  fouled  with  mottled  scars, 
The  Day  a  vampire,  chasing  Night  who  flees 
Aghast  with  stars  ? 

In  thy  dark  laboratory  'mid  the  glooms 

And  languorous  dreams  charged  with  the  fumes  of  wine. 
Did  Nature  unto  thee  reveal  the  dooms 

She  wrought  in  secret,  that  thou  didst  divine 
Sorrow,  a  thin-spun  mist,  pleasure  a  gleam. 

Lighting  the  sins  of  those  who  smile  or  weep  ; 
The  world  a  vast  mirage,  and  life  a  dream, 
And  death  a  sleep  ? 
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Thee  did  our  parent  Time  conceive  and  bear, 
In  perilous  labour,  God  impregnated  ; 

And  with  a  mighty  mother's  love  and  care. 
Breasted  thy  livid  lips,  and  piloted 

Thy  steps  through  Culture's  labyrinthine  ways, 
That  thou  shouldst  clasp  the  Muse  lasciviously, 

And  from  the  nightmares  of  sick  men  upraise 
Philosophy ! 

"What  tortive  alchemy  was  thine,  O  tell  ? 

What  weird,  unhallowed  sorcery  that  gave 
Imagination  empire  over  hell, 

And  the  dark  mysteries  of  the  voiceless  grave  ? 
For  thou  didst  clothe  Corruption  with  a  grace. 

And  give  the  Worm  a  beauty,  ripe  and  rare. 
And  smile  to  see  him  kiss  some  dear  dead  face 
And  revel   there. 

And  thou  didst  send  a  shudder  through  the  years, 
A  thrill  of  horror,  and  the  hearts  of  men 

Fainted  before  thy  legendary  fears. 

As  'twere  a  pestilence  appeared  again  I 

And  yet  methinks,  if  in  some  Attic  home. 
Thy  eyes  first  met  the  blazing  glance  of  day. 

Thou  wouldst  have  cradled  where  the  jackals  roam. 
And  birds  of  prey. 

In  dens  of  infamy,  remorse,  and  shame. 

In  haunts  of  sin  where  the  abandoned  rot 

To  sateless  spectres,  thou  didst  follow  Fame, 
And  in  the  alembic  of  thy  horrors  sought. 

With  nameless  gestures,  spells,  ecstatic  sighs. 
And  incantation  of  heart-wounding  rhyme 

The  glance  of  Beauty,  baffling  mortal  eyes. 
And  alien  Time. 
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And  thou  didst  wear  the  badge,  and  take  the  name 
Of  Him,  whose  life  was  light,  the  very  Christ ; 

And  in  His  temple  with  thy  lust  and  shame 
Shed  anchoretic  tears,  and  sacrificed 

With  intermittent  stammerings  of  praise. 

By  God's  sublime  forbearance  thou  didst  gain 

The  Judas  kiss,  and  stole  the  immortal  bays, 
Arch-priest  of  pain  ! 

Salute,  as  from  a  bacchanal  at  ease 

Thou  gavest  woman,  whose  bright  glances  were 
Like  phosphor  splendours  on  the  wind-kissed  seas, 

Or  sunbeams  in  a  Hamadryad's  hair  ; 
Thy  eyes  glowed  with  a  Satyr's  impudence 

Upon  her  beauties  that  immaculate  are  ; 
And  saw  in  lieu  of  Love's  magnificence, 
A  fallen  star  I 

The  caverns  of  thy  meditations  were 

Haunted  by  shapes  of  thy  voluptuous  dreams  ; 

Chimeras,  meagre  gnomes,  and  whatsoe'er 
Of  reptiles  in  old  Nilotic  streams, 

And  skeletons  in  gossamer,  whose  sins 
Rouse  old  Remorse  from  sleep  ;  and  all 

Keep  time  to  the  lascivious  violins 
In  carnival. 

Life's  promises,  the  rolling  seasons  bring ; 

The  flowers  bright  petals  to  the  Sun-god  curled  ; 
The  splendid  oarage  of  the  eagle's  wing. 

The  rhythmic  movements  of  the  solar  world  ; 
The  supple  limbs  of  youth  ;  the  over-flows 

Of  rapture  as  the  warm  blood  courses  fast, 
All  wearied  thee  ;  and  mortal  evil  rose 
Vibrant  and  vast. 
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A  seething  cauldron  was  thy  planet  pale, 

Wherein  the  mortal  generations  boil 
Beneath  thy  sky's  black  lid  ;  a  sombre  veil 

O'er  men,  beasts,  worms,  who  rage,  and  glut,  and  toil ; 
Senseless  to  life's  imperishable  gleams. 

Thy  phantom  bark  sank  in  a  phantom  sea  ; 
Thou  wert  the  slave  of  thy  unhallowed  dreams. 
They  mastered  thee. 

Go  on  thy  way,  dark  dreamer,  rapt,  alone  ; 

Thy  cowl  bind  closer  round  thee  ;  it  is  meet 
Thou  shouldst  pass  through  Elysian  vales  unknown  ; 

Deep  plunge  thee  down  the  stairs  to  yon  retreat ; 
There  thou  will  find  fit  audience.     Go  and  preach 

Thy  gospel  to  the  denizens  of  hell, 
Where  no  Greek  poets  sing,  or  sages  teach  I 
Poor  ghost,  farewell  I 
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IN     THE     TWILIGHT 

When  we've  done  with  To-days  and  To-morrows, 

And  the  last  valediction  is  said  ; 
When  we  pass  from  Earth's  joys  and  its  sorrows, 

On  our  destinate  way  to  the  dead  ; 
When  the  eye's  fiery  glances  that  gleamed, 

Die  away  like  a  sun  that  is  set, 
Shall  we  forget  the  dreams  we  dreamed. 

Or  dream  the  dreams  we  forget  ? 

When  we  lie  in  the  cold  earth's  embraces. 

And  we  feel  not  the  anguish  of  pain  ; 
And  we  see  not  the  desolate  faces 

That  ne'er  shall  behold  us  again  ; 
When  we  hear  not  the  voices  that  seemed 

Melodious  with  love  and  regret ; 
Shall  we  forget  the  dreams  we  dreamed. 

Or  dream  the  dreams  we  forget  ? 

When  the  green  turf  our  lone  bed  shall  cover. 

And  the  east  winds  blow  hot  from  the  hills ; 
When  the  night  stars  above  us  shall  hover. 

And  the  sky  its  sweet  balsam  distils  ; 
When  the  pastures  from  drought  are  redeemed. 

And  the  torrents  the  deep  gullies  fret ; 
Shall  we  forget  the  dreams  we  dreamed. 

Or  dream  the  dreams  we  forget  ? 

Shall  we  know  what  the  darkness  discovers 

In  the  corridors  of  the  dead  ? 
Will  the  rapture  and  pain  of  lovers 

To  bitter  remorse  be  wed  ? 
Are  there  voices  with  melody  streamed  ? 

Are  there  eyes  with  tears  tender  and  wet  ? 
Shall  we  forget  the  dreams  we  dreamed. 

Or  dream  the  dreams  we  forget  ? 
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Will  the  ties  that  Time  rent  wide  asunder 

Re-unite  in  a  deathless  tryst  ? 
Shall  we  clasp  those  dear  palms  thereunder. 

And  kiss  those  dear  lips  we  have  kissed  ? 
Shall  the  songs  that  never  blasphemed 

To  immortal  music  be  set ; 
Shall  we  forget  the  dreams  we  dreamed, 

Or  dream  the  dreams  we  forget  ? 

Shall  we  reap  there  in  tenfold  measure 

The   harvest   of   Life's   golden   grain  ? 
Will  the  odorous  flowers  of  pleasure 

Yield  the  dusty  fruit  of  pain  ? 
Will  our  virtues  on  earth  unesteemed 

With  full  recognition  be  met ; 
Shall  we  forget  the  dreams  we  dreamed, 

Or  dream  the  dreams  we  forget  ? 
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TO  A  DEAD  FLOWER  THAT  HAD  BEEN  WORN 
BY     M 

I  envied  thee,  sweet  flower,  when  thou  didst  lie 

Where  I  never  hope  to  be  ; 
And  in  my  loneliness  vouchsafed  a  sigh 

That  she  might  cast  one  look  on  me  ! 

I  envied  thee  the  bliss  to  feel  the  hand 
That  plucked  thee  from  thy  parent  stem  ; 

For  I  would  part  with  all  that  I  command 
To  be  her  bosom's  diadem  I 

'Tis  mine  to  live  unnoticed  year  by  year 
In  hapless  solitude  and  pine  ; 
Still  I'd  withold  the  tribute  of  a  tear 
For  Beauty's  guerdon,  which  was  thine  ! 

For  Beauty  is  a  star  high  souls  pursue 
Through  vasty  deeps  of  glare  and  gloom, 

Elusive  to  the  many,  reached  by  few. 
O  flower,  thine  was  a  splendid  doom  I 

For  thou  didst  catch  the  lovelight  of  her  eyes. 
And  feel  her  warm  blood  spurt  and  stream 

In  thy  short  bridal  tryst !  So  passion  dies  ; 
For  life  and  love  are  but  a  dream. 

Though  thy  good  fortune  lasted  scarce  a  day. 

And  thou  hast  laid  thy  glory  by, 
I'd  change  my  lot  for  thine,  and  dying,  say, 

'*  On  her  dear  breast,  'tis  sweet  to  die  I  " 
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DREAM-LURE 

A    SONG 

There's  a  face  that  ever  haunts  me  in  my  dreams. 
Of  a  maiden  whom  I  loved  long  years  ago  ; 

From  her  sad  reproachful  smile 

I  would  fain  remorse  beguile, 
Since  I  never  even  dared  to  tell  her  so  ! 

There's  a  step  that  ever  haunts  me  in  my  dreams. 
And  it  thrills  my  soul  with  rapture  as  of  yore  ; 

But  that  step  my  ear  eludes 

In  those  dream-world  solitudes, 
Since  to  her  I  seem  no  nearer  than  before. 

There's  a  voice  that  ever  haunts  me  in  my  dreams. 
Like  a  whisper  through  a  loved  one's  lattice-bars  ; 

And  it  ever  seems  to  say, 

*'  O  beloved,  come  away 
To  our  home  beyond  the  barriers  of  the  stars." 


FLOWERS    OF    IMAGINATION  25 


RHODOPIS 

The  morning  dawned  like  a  remembered  smile 

Upon  the  dusty  desert  and  the  Nile, 

Old  Egypt's  sacred  god-impregnate  stream 

Whose  source  lay  veiled  in  mystery  and  dream  ; 

Hither  Rhodopis  came  at  early  morn 

With  her  attendant  maids  to  bathe  and  scorn 

The  monstrous  reptiles,  and  with  glances  bright 

To  tempt  the  gods  with  their  soft  limb's  delight ; 

Bright-eyed  Rhodopis,  famed  for  beauty  far, 

Rose-lipped  and  radiant  as  the  Morning  Star. 

Where  robber  bands  and  peaceful  Bedouins  range 
'Mongst  sculptured  images  grotesque  and  strange, 
And  royal  tombs  where  the  fierce  lion  sleeps, 
The  ibis  broods,  and  the  mute  desert  keeps 
Its  awful  secrets  and  the  Nile  its  lore, 
There  rose  a  massive  fane  skirting  the  shore 
Whose  towering  columns  safe  seclusion  made. 
Thereby  Rhodopis  her  soft  garments  laid 
Before  a  sphinx  whose  calm  lips  seemed  to  smile, 
As  'twere  a  god  guarding  some  holy  isle. 

The  lordly  Nile  in  silence  flowed  along 

Oblivious  to  the  laughter  and  the  song 

Of  those  fair  Naiads  boisterous  and  free, 

Splashing  and  plunging  in  their  jollity  ; 

When  lo,  a  mighty  eagle  seeking  prey 

For  her  young  fledglings  chanced  to  pass  that  way 

With  swift  and  graceful  oarage  through  the  sky 

Full  soon  the  jewelled  garments  caught  her  eye, 

As  from  the  loom  of  the  awakened  sun 

The  roseal  gossamer  of  light  is  spun. 
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High  poised  in  the  air  like  an  arrested  star, 

From  her  high  eminence  she  saw  afar 

Beneath  in  disarray  those  costly  gems 

Meet   to    adorn   the   regal   diadems 

Of  Ethiopian  Queens  and  Libyan  Kings. 

Then  meteor-like  she  swooped  with  outspread  wings. 

And  in  her  mighty  talons  did  enfold 

The  sandal  of  Rhodopis,  wrought  with  gold  ; 

And  soaring  upward  in  majestic  flight 

Her  fateful  treasure  bore  and  passed  from  sight. 

That  day  the  monarch  in  the  open  air 

Sat  on  his  throne  of  judgment,  and  laid  bare 

The  oppressor's  wrong,  the  proud  man's  dazzling  sins. 

The  merchant's  guile,  the  gambler's  subtle  gins 

In   royal   Memphis,   whilst   a  perfumed   slave 

Shaded  his  brow  as  he  his  judgment  g^ve  ; 

And  as  in  many  a  painted  fresco  shewn 

His  ministers  stood  round  about  his  throne, 

And  priests  of  Isis,  sage  and  taciturn 

Sweet  incense  scattered  on  the  flaming  urn. 

The  monarch  starts  I     Something  arrests  his  eye  ! 
'Tis  but  an  eagle  in  the  vaulted  sky, 
Whirling  above  the  royal  judgment  seat 
With  downward-swooping  wings,  majestic,  fleet. 
Nearer,  and  nearer  still  !     Ah  what  doth  ail 
The   justice-dealing   monarch  ?     Why    so   pale  ? 
*'  O  King,  'tis  but  an  omen  from  the  skies  ; 
Long  live  the  King  !  "  the  priest  of  Isis  cries. 
A  dazzling  flash,  and  lo,  the  King  doth  hold 
The  sandal  of  Rhodopis  wrought  in  gold. 
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Thoughtful  and  calm  he  there  awhile  surveyed 

The  dainty  sandal,  fragrant,  gold-inlaid  ; 

And  with  an  artistry  profound  and  rare 

Compelled  imagination  to  repair 

The  breach  between  fruition  and  desire, 

Until  a  vision  as  a  flame  of  fire 

Swam  in  his  ken  ;  as  when  sweet  odours  rise 

Our  thoughts  revert  to  some  far  Paradise. 

'Twas  but  a  symbol  that  his  fingers  felt, 

A  palace  fair,  where  Love  and  Beauty  dwelt. 

In  Art  the  gleams  that  flash  on  us  are  best, 
Not  those  we  toil  for  most  in  wild  unrest ; 
And  eyes  of  Beauty  kindle  in  the  light 
Of  thrilling  inspiration,  calm  and  bright. 
Material  things  but  types  and  symbols  are. 
Imagination  was  the  radiant  star 
That  on  the  King's  horizon  dawned,  and  shewed 
The  way  to  Love  and  Beauty's  high  abode  ; 
For  who  indeed  but  Beauty's  queen  could  wear 
So  delicate  a  sandal  and  so  rare  ? 

The  monarch  smiled,  and  to  his  minister 
In  voice  authentic  said,  "  Go  seek  for  her 
Who  wore  this  sandal  !     By  my  royal  word 
No  common  thief  is  yon  imperial  bird. 
Who  knows  but  in  my  hands  I  hold  the  key 
That  opens  the  golden  doors  of  Destiny  ? 
Proclaim  throughout  my  kingdom  near  and  far 
My  royal  mandate  !     Justice  is  the  star 
That  hovers  o'er  our  throne  serenely  bright ; 
To  please  the  gods  should  be  a  king's  delight." 
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Next  day  Rhodopis  like  a  dream  in  stone 

And  lily  pale  bowed  low  before  the  throne 

Where  sat  the  King  delighted  and  amazed 

The  more  he  on  her  sovereign  beauty  gazed. 

*'  Lady,"  said  he,  "  Whate'er  thy  state,  declare 

If  'tis  thy  sandal  in  my  hands  I  bear  I  '* 

Rhodopis  trembling,  answered  through  her  tears, 

*'  O  may  est  thou  reign  great  King  a  thousand  years  ! 

When  bathing  in  the  river  yesterday 

An  eagle-thief  my  sandal  bore  away." 

Then  answered  he  in  tender  soothing  words, 

*'  Lady,  the  eagle  is  the  king  of  birds  1 

Man,  proud,  vain  man,  is  ignorant  and  blind. 

And  knows  not  that  the  gods  are  just  and  kind. 

O'er  all  that's  dark  in  this  our  mortal  life 

There  shines  a  star  in  heaven.     Above  the  strife 

And  mystery  of  things  the  Deity 

Through  us  works  His  beneficent  decree. 

Rise,  Queen  of  Beauty  !     Heaven  hath  heard  my  prayer  ; 

Wilt  thou  my  heart's  fond  love  and  kingdom  share  ?  " 

Then  she,  still  doubting,  spake  unto  the  King, 
''  Nought  have  I,  Sire,  but  a  fond  heart  to  bring  ; 
The  meanest,  humblest  of  thy  slaves  am  II" 
""  Supreme  in  beauty,  by  the  gods  on  high, 
Love's  mystery  I  cannot  share  alone  ; 
Thou  shalt  my  partner  be,  sit  on  my  throne. 
Our  love  shall  mould  the  temper  of  the  age. 
And  stamp  it's  seal  on  Time's  historic  page  ; 
Our  regal  jointure  Egypt  shall  proclaim 
Upon  the  gorgeous  catafalque  of  Fame  I  " 
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And  they  were  wedded,  so  the  tale  is  told 

On  scroll  and  obelisk  and  frescoes  old  ; 

And  Queen  Nitocris  long  the  sceptre  bore 

After  the  King's  triumphant  reign  was  o'er, 

And  shed  a  glory  on  that  ancient  land 

Wherein  she  reigned  with  firm  benignant  hand  ; 

For  woman's  witchery  and  Beauty's  glance 

Made  all  the  poetry  and  high  romance 

Of  earth's  great  epochs  records  have  unfurled, 

And  Love,  life's  poetry,  controls  the  world. 


30  FLOWERS    OF    IMAGINATION 


AN     UNSUNG     IDYLL. 


A  box  of  night-shade,  and  a  box  of  sweet  forget-me-not 
Stand  on  the  window-ledge,  and  thither  Amabel  repairs 
Morning  and  evening,  with  her  pale-green  water-pot, ' 
And   sprinkles   one  with  water,   one  with  tears.     Her 

prayers 
And  tears  are  all  for  one,  the  fragrant,  fresh,  forget-me- 
not. 
Her  lover's   gift.     The  other  box,   her   aged  husband 
brought. 
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AFTER-THOUGHTS 

Mysterious  soul  of  mine,  fain  would  I  question  thee  1 
Didst  hither  sail  from  some  far  ante-natal  sea  ? 

What  forms  hast  thou  assumed,  for  ever  interchanging, 
Ere  thou  didst  weave  this  vesture,  through  the  cycles 
ranging  ! 

AVhat  pains,  what  loves  were  thine,  what  aspirations 

tender  ? 
What  asking  eyes  and  lips  compelled  thee  to  surrender  ? 

What  spur  to  high  achievement,  call  to  honor,  fame, 
Roused  thee  to  victory,  or  quenched  thy  pride  in  shame  ? 

What  laurels  didst  thou  gather,  striving  with  thy  peers  ; 
Or  what  chains  fettered  thee  in  those  far  distant  years  ? 

Didst  raise  a  votive  altar  to  the  Earth-god  Pan  ; 
And  sacrifice  in  blood  ere  History  began  ? 

Wert  thou  a  cunning  seer  in  some  dim  Grecian  fane  ; 
Dark  minister  of  Isis,  or  arch-priest  of  Pain  ? 

Didst  woo  some  lovely  Dryad,  nymph  of  Arcady, 
Or  twine  the  perilous  hair  of  maids  of  Thessaly  ? 

Didst  with  the  Grecian  fleet  sail  o'er  the  spacious  seas 
With  Agamemnon,  Ithaca  and  Achilles  ? 
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Didst  see  the  Trojan  Hector,  bravest  of  the  brave 
Drawn  at  the  Athlete's  car  in  triumph  like  a  slave  ? 

Didst  hear  blind  Homer  sing,  and  the  tragedians  rage 
In  giantesque  cothurnus  on  the  Attic  stage  ? 

Didst  lead  the  martial  myriads  from  the  Theban  gates 
To  conquer  and  enslave  principalities  and  states  ? 

Perchance  on  thee  did  Cleopatra  deign  to  smile, 
Who  for  one  night  of  rapture  gave  thee  to  the  Nile  ! 

Didst  see  the  mighty  Caesar  in  the  Capitol 

Pierced  by  the  traitors'  swords  at  Pompey's  statue  fall  ? 

Wert  thou  a  Druid  charmed  with  immemorial  lays 
Of  the  great  Forest-harp  which  the  Wind  Spirit  plays  ? 

Wert  thou  with  Pliny  when  Vesuvius  scattered  death 
On  those  Campanian  cities  with  its  fiery  breath  ? 

Didst  bear  the  gonfalon  of  royal  Constantine, 
When  the  bright  heavens  displayed  the  cross  of  Christ 
Divine  ? 

Wert  thou  a  rover  bold  with  Rollo  and  his  bands 
Who  forced  remorseless  toll  from  alien  seas  and  lands  ? 


Didst  go  with  Omar  Khayyam  to  the  potter's  house, 
Or  in  some  Eastern  tavern  revel  and  carouse  ? 


Didst  with  Venetian  poisoners  high  souls  perturb  ? 
Wert  skilled  in  deadly  potions,  antidotes  acerb  ? 

Didst  with  great-souled  Columbus  o'er  the  Atlantic  sail ; 
Or  with  Pizarro,  Atahuallpa's  hosts  assail. 
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Wert  thou  a  connoisseur  of  high  Renascent  art  ? 
Didst  forge  the  mighty  tone  with  Beethoven,  Mozart  ? 

Wert  thou  with  great  Napoleon  when  his  clarions  blew 
Their  final  blast  upon  the  plains  of  Waterloo  ? 

0  soul,  are  these  indeed  but  stray  historic  gleams, 
Chance  vaporings  of  learning,  whispers,  idle  dreams  ? 

1  dare  believe  some  throbs  eternal  in  me  stir. 
Mysterious  soul  of  mine,  Antique  Remembrancer  I 
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A     WELCOME     TO     SPRING 

The  Spring  returns  again,  and  brings  with  it  the  joy 

And  rapture  of  departed  years,  when  as  a  boy 

I  culled  the  early  primrose  and  the  snowdrop  pale 

With  bright-eyed  maidens  in  our  humble  English  vale. 

O  Nature,  ever  bountiful  and  ever  young, 

No  grief  or  ill  of  mine  shall  darken  thee  and  Time, 

For  thou  art  joy  and  beauty  veiled  in  Song  sublime  I 

'Tis  man  alone  grows  old  and  wails  with  stammering 

tongue. 
Ah,  thou  art  dear  to  me  I     For  with  a  mother's  care 
Didst  rock  me  on  thy  breast,  and  from  thy  mystic  looms 
Spun  loveliest  gossamers,  exhaling  rich  perfumes 
And  rustling  with  soft  music,  flecked  with  jewels  rare  ; 
And  thou  didst  mantle  me  as  thy  most  favored  child. 
And  cradled  me  in  secret  through  those  perilous  days 
Infantile,  from  the  world's  inquisitorial  gaze. 
And  with  the  music  of  the  wind  and  sea  beguiled 
My  wondering  ears,  and  didst  unveil  before  my  sight 
The  rising  moon  and  stars,  those  wizards  of  the  night, 
The  jewelled  daggers  of  the  art-designing  Frost, 
The  gleaming  flecks  of  foam  from  ocean-billows  tossed. 
And  ever  hast  thou  shadowed  me  through  all  the  years, 
Wrung  melody  from  sorrow,  love  from  grief  and  tears  ; 
And  as  my  spirit  thrills  with  memories  of  the  past, 
I'll  face  what  lies  before,  howe'er  with  clouds  o'er-cast ; 
And  when  at  last  the  hungry  earth  shall  claim  from  me 
All  that  is  justly  hers,  my  bleached  bones  and  dust. 
And  weave  fresh  garlands  o'er  my  lonely  grave,  I  trust 
My  restless  spirit  freed  from  this  mortality 
Will   wander   through    still   fairer   gardens,    where   the 

flowers 
Exhale  a  deathless  perfume,  and  immortal  forms 
That  I  had  loved,  and  lost  in  wintry  nights  of  storms 
Salute  me  with  high  song-ship  in  congenial  bowers  I 


FLOWERS    OF    IMAGINATION  35 


THE     TWOFOLD     GARDEN 

I  love  the  hour  of  sunset  in  the  Spring, 
The  silent  night  of  stars  and  cloudless  skies  ; 
I  love  to  see  the  white  full  moon  arise 

And  over  earth  and  sea  her  mantle  fling  ; 

I  love  the  dreams  and  memories  of  yore, 
To  quaff  forgetfulness  of  grief  and  care 
From  dear  responsive  lips  of  maidens  fair  ; 

But  there  are  visions  of  the  sea  and  shore 

I  love  immeasurably  more. 

Ah,  those  divinest  moments  in  each  life, 
Moments  of  ecstasy,  perchance  too  few  ; 
High  calls  to  power,  that  fled  us  ere  we  knew, 
Which  to  recall  we  grudge  not  years  of  strife 
And  sordid  toil  to  dig  and  fill  our  graves  I 
For  if  we  live  to  loot  and  nose  the  earth. 
Oblivious  to  our  god-like  task  and  birth, 
High  arbiters  of  mountains,  planets,  waves. 
We  are,  at  best,  but  worms  and  slaves. 

In  the  still  hour  of  eve  I  found  my  way 
Into  a  garden,  where  the  ferns  and  flowers 
And  odorous  trees  were  fresh  with  noonday  showers. 

Right  on  the  shore-line  of  a  sandy  bay. 

Before  me  lay  asleep   the  mighty  sea, 
W^hereon  the  Eternal  Artist  had  unrolled 
In  pencilled  imagery  of  fire  and  gold 

Splendours  that  were,  and  are,  must  ever  be  ; 

Vast  mirror  of  eternity. 
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Revelling  at  ease  amid  the  enchanting  scene, 
Favonius  from  the  far  hills,  fresh  and  sweet 
Swept  past  me  with  cool  wings  and  tremulous  feet 

And  whispered,  "  Singer,  thou  shalt  judge  between 

These  ancient  rivals  in  the  realms  of  song ; 
For  I  will  stir  the  immemorial  deep 
To    emulate   the   flowers    that   wake   from   sleep ; 

And  wondrous  forms  of  earth  and  sea  shall  throng 

About  me  as  I  speed  along.'* 

The  great  enchanter  passed  ;  around  me  there, 
The  spilth  of  Nature  in  the  late  Spring  bloom, 
Exhaled  rich   odours  in  the  sunset  gloom ; 

Roses  and  tulips,  delicate  and  rare 

With  soft  eyes  sought  my  favour ;  whilst  before. 
Waves  danced  like  nymphs  of  legendary  streams, 
Mid  phosphor  surf  fired  with  the  sunset  gleams, 

And  kissed  with  white  enamouring  lips  the  shore. 

Then  blushing,  turned  to  kiss  once  more. 

The  garden  thrills  with  envy  towards  the  sea. 
Whose  curling,  tossing  billows  leap  and  play 
Like  Summer  cloudlets  on  a  breezy  day. 

To  imitate  its  gestures  lithe  and  free. 

The  long  lank  grass,  wild  herbs  and  clover  sweet. 
Trees,  shrubs  and  flowers,  a-glistening  with  soft  dew, 
On  whom  the  passing  zephyr  breathed  and  blew, 

The  undulations  of  the  sea  repeat 

Beneath   Favonius'    sandalled   feet. 

And  now  the  amorous  land  for  pride  of  place 
The  roving  zephyr  o'er  the  shore-line  chases, 
Along  the  awakened  ocean's  vasty  spaces, 

Where  the  responsive  waves  his  feet  embrace. 

Like  Naiades  in  foam-halls  fair  to  see. 

Thrilled  with  the  rhythm  of  the  moving  waters. 
He  lingers  not  with  Neptune's  jewelled  daughters. 

But  back  returns  and  gives  to  flower  and  tree 

The   wave-like   motions   of   the   sea. 
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And  lo,  the  great  deep,  like  a  happy  bride 

Adorns  herself  with  robes,  whose  orient  gleams 
Of  opalescent  fires  and  astral  beams 

Mirror  the  star-domed  azure  far  and  wide. 

Thus  I,  rapt  arbiter,  at  close  of  day 

Behold  the  flowers  oJ  foam  across  the  strand, 
The  waving  foam  of  flowers  upon  the  land  ; 

The  sea,  a  garden  bright  with  flowers  of  spray. 

The  land,  a  sea  of  flowers  in  May. 
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FALLEN 

He  was  the  Muse's  favoured  son, 
Cradled  in  perfumed  faery  bowers  ; 
And  bright  nymphs  rocked  him  one  by  one 
In  luscious  meads  of  clover  flowers. 

They  taught  him  all  the  mystery 
Of  sun  and  moon,  of  ocean,  star. 
Of  earth  and  immortality. 
And  life  that  cometh  from  afar. 

His  fingers  touched  the  sacred  lyre 
To  melody  ;  his  amorous  breath 
Was  redolent  of  youth's   desire 
And  litanies  of  love  and  death. 

He  sailed  through  golden  gulfs  of  light' 
And  boldly  trod  the  Hall  of  Song ; 
He  shared  the  rituals  of  delight 
Where  heroes  of  Parnassus  throng. 

Alas,  for  the  enchanter's  leaven  I 
In  an  unguarded  hour  he  fell 
Like  Lucifer  from  highest  heaven 
Down  the  dark  dismal  deeps  of  Hell. 

The  tempter  lured  him  with  his  gold 
To  orgies  where  the  sateless  stray  ; 
And  there  before  the  shrines  of  old 
He  bowed  and  worshipped  gods  of  clay. 
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He  slaved  his  genius  to  earth's  dross 
And  prostituted  Art  to  earn 
A  mess  of  pottage,  and  the  loss 
Of  love  will  no  more  return. 

Great  God  I  far  sooner  would  I  be 
A  savage  nurtured  in  the  woods  ; 
Some  monstrous  idol's   devotee 
In  Africa's   dark  solitudes  ! 
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A    SONNET    CYCLE 

I. — Love  at  First  Sight 

In  Plato,  monarch  of  the  realms  of  mind 
Whom  all  succeeding  ages  name  divine. 
Who  saw  the  Whence  and  Whither  and  assigned 
The  soul  its  stations,  functions,  in  this  shrine 
Of  frail  and  brief  mortality,  I  find 
The  mystery  unveiled  of  love  at  sight ; 
For  these  our  spirits  once  beyond  the  night 
And  day  of  Time,  far  in  the  heavens  enshrined 
Were  living  rays  of  God's  eternal  Light ; 
And  knowing  this,  I  boldly  do  surmise 
That  elsewhere  I  beheld  thy  passionate  eyes 
Till  my  soul  thrilled  with  infinite  delight ; 
That  we  were  lovers  ere  this  mortal  birth, 
And  looked  our  love  when  first  we  met  on  earth. 

IL — Lines  to  a  Greek  Statue 

Thou  miracle  of  mortal  beauty,  grace, 
That  markest  the  decadence  of  the  years  ; 
Where  in  these  sordid  ages  shall  we  trade 
Fit  models  from  the  haunts  of  laughter,  tears, 

From  whom  to  copy  with  a  genius  rare. 

And  breathe  in  stone  a  challenge  that  old  Time 

May  ask  the  coming  centuries  to  share 

With  thee  their  homage  and  applause  sublime  ? 

Ah,  were  it  not  that  thou  dost  fling  thy  spell 
Over  our  noblest  efforts,  we  might  deem 
Some  living  Daphne  here  with  us  did  dwell, 

Or  lithe  Apollo  glorious  as  a  dream  ; 

But  thou  hast  beggared  us,  O  marble  Queen ; 

We  are  at  best  but  satyrs,  rude,  obscene. 
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III.— Two  Worlds 

Happy  is  he  who  lives  a  double  life 

And  dominates  two  worlds  ;   the  world  of  sense, 
Wherein  our  baser  nature  dark  and  dense 

Gropes  wildly,  blindly  in  this  mortal  strife  ; 

And  that  diviner  world  of  heart  and  soul, 
Of  high  imagination,  lofty  thought, 
Which  lordly  spirits  oft  a  gleam  have  caught 

Shadowed  in  starry  skies  and  seas  that  roll ; 

The  elusive  world,  where  things  are  not,  but  seem  ; 
The  world  deep  based  in  the  eternity 
Of  the  unchanging  God.     Thrice  happy  he 

Who  knows  this  baser  life  is  but  a  dream, 

From  which  when  he  awakes,  nor  space  nor  time, 
Nor  all  the  fetters  that  his  soul  enthrall 
Shall  veil  the  world  without  his  prison-wall. 

And  the  horizon  luminous,  sublime  I 

IV.— Dream 

I  strode  into  a  charnel-house  one  day 
And  saw  the  human  wreckage  scattered  there, 
Promiscuous  heaps  of  bones  all  bleached  and  bare  ; 
And  pondering  on  the  years  long  passed  away. 
About  me  swarmed  a  troop  of  phantoms  grey 
Who  clothed  those  bones  with  forms,  some  foul, 

some  fair. 
Then  I  beheld  the  boys  and  girls  at  play. 
And  twilight-seeking  youths  and  maidens  pair. 
The  princely  merchant  and  the  galley  slave. 
The  widow  and  the  orange-wreathM  bride, 
The  humble  serf  and  tyrant  in  his  pride. 
And  aged  folk,  slow  wending  to  the  grave  ; 
When  lo,  I  heard  my  old  Familiar's  tones, 
**  What,    dreaming   still,    among   the    dust    and 

bones  ?  '* 
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V. — To  THE  Gum  Trees 

In  Autumn 

Gaunt  giants  of  the  bush-land,  desolate,  bare, 
Lifting  your  foreheads  to  the  leaden  sky, 
Stretching  your  withered  arms  in  voiceless  prayer 
As  some  plague-stricken  ones  about  to  die  ; 

Among  your  parched  boughs  no  bright  birds  sing. 
No  flowers,  no  herbage  flourish  at  your  feet ; 
No  fainting  flocks,  nor  herds,  nor  living  thing 
Within  your  shadows  find  a  cool  retreat ; 

Meanwhile  by  day  the  blood-red  sun  hot  flares, 
And  the  sirocco  sweeps  the  burning  plains, 
And  through  the  night  the  glaring  stars  intrude  ; 

But   O,   despair  not  I     Heaven  doth  hear  your 

prayers. 
Soon  shall  your  leafage  spring,  and  balmy  rains 
People  with  birds  and  flowers  your  solitude. 

VI.— The  Old  Lane 

An  Autumn  evening  in  an  English  lane  I 
On  either  side  a  hedge  of  bramble  spurs 
With  berries  ripe,  tempting  the  lips  to  stain  ; 
And  many  a  blossom  of  the  golden  furze 

Encircled  with  an  armoury  of  spears 
Drawn  in  defence  ;    and  lo,  the  passing  breeze 
Whispers  its  secrets  in  the  poppy's  ears, 
And  tells  its  passion  to  the  tremulous  trees, 

And  fans  the  blushing  cheeks  of  many  a  flower 
To  crimson,  like  a  maid  in  first  love  kissed  ; 
And  seaward,  throned  like  a  magician  old, 

The  setting  sun  in  his  victorious  hour, 

Nature's  indubitable  alchemist. 

Is  changing  earth  and  ocean  into  gold. 
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VII. — The  Gladiators 

The  vast  arena  is  aflame  to-day 
With  sunlight  glittering  on  shield  and  spear  ; 
An  ominous  hush  pervades  the  atmosphere 
As  Gsesar  and  his  minions  wend  their  way 

Unto  the  state  pavilion.     Smiling  they 
The  opening  of  the  iron  gratings  hear 
And  watch  the  gladiators  void  of  fear 
With  net  and  trident  marching  to  the  fray. 

Then  with  a  mighty  shout  the  seething  crowa 

Shakes  the  arena  as  a  tempest  loud  ; 

And  thus  each  athlete,  black,  or  bronzed  or  white, 

**  O  Gsesar,  we  who  are  about  to  die 

Salute  thee  1  "  Hist !  To  Arms  I  the  clarion  cry. 

In  Pluto's  banquet  hall  they  feast  to-night. 


VIII. — Evening 

My  love  to  me  is  a  garden  fair, 

Rich  with  the  perfumes  of  sweet  mignonette, 

Wall-flower,  carnation,  rose  and  violet ; 

A  place  whereto  my  footsteps  daily  fare 

When  freed  from  life's  insistent  stress  and  care. 

To  that  Hesperides  I  haste,  ere  yet 

The  languid  flowers  with  Night's  soft  dews  are  wet. 

Ah  me,  what  high  romance  is  centred  there  I 

A  thousand  ministers  of  Love  I  see  ; 

And  troops  of  fairy  folk  with  garments  light 

Go  rustling  through  the  corridors  of  night ; 

And  blessed  forms  that  haunt  me  in  my  dreams^ 

And  wondrous  visions  and  triumphant  gleams 

Uplift  my  soul  to  holy  ecstasy. 
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IX. — The  Assignation 

Two  lovers  to  a  maiden  came  yestreen. 
The  first,  an  archer  with  an  amorous  eye 
And  burnislied  quiver  filled  with  arrows  Iceen, 
Who  in  the  dusk  did  this  rare  beauty  spy 

Reclining  in  her  bower,  dreaming  I  ween 
Of  love's  romance  ;   then  he  to  her  did  hie, 
And  with  soft  words  and  many  a  languid  smile 
And  whispered  vow  he  gulled  the  maiden  there  ; 

But  ere  an  hour  he  said,  "  Bide  here  awhile 
Till  I  return  ;    since  I  go  otherwhere  I  " 
Thereat  he  left  her  and  the  second  came 

And  said,  "  See,  fickle  Love  has  gone  his  way 
To  seek  new  pastures  !     He  was  e'er  the  same  ; 
But  I,  thy  true  love,  Death,  have  come  to  stay  I" 

X. — The  Sowers 

His  innocent  heart  was  as  a  fallow  field 
Prepared  and  waiting  for  the  sower's  grain  ; 
A  rosy  maiden  her  first  passion  sealed 
And  planted  there  sweet  flowers.     Ah,  not  in  vain 

For  his  young  life  became  a  garden  rare 
And  fragrant  with  the  choicest  blooms  of  earth  ; 
As  some  still  star-lit  spot  where  lovers  fare 
In  the  cool  calm  of  night ;   and  all  of  worth 

And  manly  beauty  compassed  his  life's  ways. 
Another  came,  and  sowed  her  tares  at  dusk  ; 
A  wily  woman,  whose  strange  passions  blaze 

And  blacken  all  they  touch  from  heart  to  husk. 
Henceforth  that  whilom  garden  of  delight 
Lies  bare,  deserted,  as  a  cheerless  night. 
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XI. — Sunlight  and  Shadow 

The  honeysuckle  sweetly  doth  embrace 
And  twine  about  my  trellised  garden  bower 
Whereto  I  turn  my  steps  in  eve's  calm  hour 
With  book  and  briar  in  a  twilight  pace. 

Ah  me,  how  pale  the  flowers  upon  whose  face 

The  sunbeams  fell  not  !     Yet  they  have  their  dower 

Of  virgin  sweetness  and  a  secret  power 

To  soothe  and  charm  ;   but  Oh,  I  love  to  trace 

The  rose-red  blushings  on  those  outer  blooms 
On  whom  the  sun's  caressings  richly  fell 
Through  the  long  hours  of  day.     Such  is  the  spell 

Of  Love  that  thralls  the  maiden  in  the  bliss 
Of  her  first  passion,  when  her  lover's  kiss 
Damasks  her  lips  and  all  her  life  illumes. 


XII. — Love's  Test 

Who  dies  for  love  hath  scaled  the  loftiest  height 

Of  moral  greatness  and  the  utmost  bliss 

Vouchsafed  to  mortal  man,  for  less  than  this 

Is  the  fictitious  triumph  of  a  night ; 

As  from  a  boulder's  crest  the  sorry  wight 

Sees  towering  peak  and  frowning  precipice 

Stretching  above,  saluting  with  a  kiss 

The  morning  clouds  in  their  majestic  flight. 

For  Death  alone  is  Love's  supremest  test ; 

Aught  less  is  but  imperfect,  incomplete. 

And  not  true  love,  but  aspiration  meet 

Or  worthless.     Love  admits  no  compromise 

With  things  of  earth.     Who  loves,  must  sacrifice 

In  Death's  dim  ritual  all  his  holiest,  best. 
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TO    THE    SPIRIT    OF    UNREST 

Mysterious  Spirit  who  inhabitest 
This  finely  moulded  citadel  of  clay  ; 
Thou  fierce  Insatiable,  at  whose  behest 
I  ply  the  destined  task  from  day  to  day, 
These  feet  and  hands  are  thine, 
To  fashion  thy  design  ; 
These  ears  that  hear,  and  eyes  that  glow. 
This  heart  and  brain  also  ; 
And  every  member,  every  sense 
Obeys  thy  power  supreme,  immense  ; 
Thou  art  the  pilot  of  this  life-launched  bark, 
And  with  imperious  instancy  dost  steer 
O'er  the  vast  spaces  of  the  Light  and  Dark, 
Sublime  in  thy  composure,  void  of  fear. 
Yet  masterful  in  all  sublunary  things  : 
And  at  the  thought  of  thee 
Valour  and  courage  flee 
And  terror  filters  through  my  every  pore 
Like  perturbation  of  innumerable  wings 
Of  birds  migrating  from  an  hostile  shore. 

O  thou  remorseless  Spirit  of  unrest 

"Who  weavest  into  life  all  its  romance  ; 

Of  late  thou  didst  inspire  within  my  breast 

Resistless  passion  for  one  tender  glance 

Of  a  sweet  maiden's  eyes  ; 

And  from  that  Paradise 

Didst  spur  me  on  to  higher  bliss. 

To  steal  her  first  sweet  kiss, 

And  from  the  covert  of  desire 

Seek  richer  conquests  to  acquire  ; 

And  when  on  her  soft  lips  shall  bloom  no  more 

One  damask  rose  whose  nectar  is  not  mine, 
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Thou  wilt  allure  to  Fortune's  farthest  shore 
To  wrestle  there  for  those  delights  divine  ; 
Yet  I,  fond  wretch,  alas,  too  well  I  know 
That  meadows  greenest  are 
Seen  in  the  distance  far. 

That  eyes  no  sooner  glance  with  fire  of  Spring, 
Or  hand  clasp  hand,  or  lip  greet  lip,  but  lo. 
The  subtle  bird.  Delight,  is  on  the  wing  I 

And  yet  I  would  not  barter  for  dull  peace 

Thy  restlessness,  insatiable  One  ; 

Nor  for  the  atrophy  of  listless  ease 

Avoid  the  fields  where  laurels  may  be  won  ; 

But  rather  pierce  the  bars 

And  pathways  of  the  stars  ; 

Wrestle  with  Ocean  on  the  shore. 

Whose  billows  rock  and  roar  ; 

Forsake  the  shell  of  slumber  warm. 

Go,  where  the  trees  sigh  to  the  storm 

That  weaves  their  mighty  limbs  into  a  lyre 

Where  through  it  bloweth  into  melody  ; 

For  thou  Shalt  light  for  me  the  beacon  fire 

Beyond  Time's  border-land,  and  there  shalt  be 

My  pilot  over  seas  that  never  sleep. 

To  isles  of  lofty  song, 

Where  slaves  forget  their  wrong. 

Where  never  emptied  is  the  plenteous  horn 

Of  happiness,  where  eyes  no  more  shall  weep, 

And  high  souls  revel  in  eternal  morn  ! 
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A    FORMER    LIFE 

Ages  agone,  but  not  too  far 

Beyond  the  range  of  memory 

Arose  my  being's  morning  star 

Where  a  rich  garden  lipped  the  sea 

That  wreathed  with  spray  and  phosphor  gleams 

The  marble  stairways  and  the  dome 

That  loom  for  ever  in  my  dreams  ; 

My  long  deserted  Grecian  home. 

Methought  that  garden  was  a  bride 
Arrayed  with  flowers,  voluptuous,  rare  ; 
And  fruit  trees  radiant  in  their  pride 
Was  the  rich  dowry  she  did  wear 
For  her  wild  lover  sunset  fired, 
Who  came  in  music  turbulent,  bright 
With  locks  of  foam  when  day  expired, 
To  woo  and  wed  his  soul's  delight. 

And  there  amid  the  dubious  shapes 
Of  twilight  glinting  through  the  spray. 
And  slow  descending  night  that  drapes 
With  gloom  the  flowers  and  foliage  grey 
Fair  perfumed  slaves  with  soothing  palms 
Fanned  me  unconsciously  to  sleep, 
Sang  Attic  songs  and  Doric  psalms 
And  round  me  did  sweet  vigils  keep. 

And  through  my  boyhood's  wild  unrest 

Philosophers  and  sophists  rare 

And  high-browed  poets,  song  opprest, 

Grave  orators,  all  mingled  there 

To  barter  wit,  and  to  rehearse 

Their  soundings  in  life's  mystic  seas 

In  argument,  didactic  verse. 

In  choral  flights  and  rhapsodies. 
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And  when  the  revelry  was  o'er 
And  the  moon  poured  enchantment  down, 
Fair  maidens  tripped  along  the  shore 
Love-wounded  from  the  neighbouring  town 
Like  sea-nymphs  scunning  o'er  the  sands. 
Ah,  me  1     I  seem  to  see  them  now 
With  wreaths  of  laurel  in  their  hands. 
And  garlands  green  to  deck  my  brow  I 

For  I  was  then  the  Muse's  child 
Nurtured  within  the  Hall  of  Song, 
Passion's  high  lord,  exultant,  wild, 
Round  whom  the  wisest,  loveliest  throng ; 
No  shadowy  beggar  rich  in  gold, 
No  wretched  hack  to  sue  and  please ; 
Ah,  do  I  dream  ?     My  tale  is  told, 
For  my  bark  sank  to  other  seas  I 
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TO    A    POET 

The  wind  of  God  an  acorn  blew 

Long  years  ago 
Far  o'er  the  moorlands,  where  it  grew 

The  oak  we  know. 

Its  roots  with  patient,  silent  toil 

Pierced  deep  and  wide 
The  sterile  unregarded  soil, 

Earth's  storms  to  tide. 

Around  its  base  the  bramble  grows 

And  clumps  of  furze, 
And  tangled  shoots  of  wild  dog-rose 

'Mid  briar  burrs. 

The  lonely  heifer  shelters  there 

Beneath  its  boughs, 
And  when  the  harvest  fields  are  bare 

The  asses  browse. 

Thither  the  swineboy  drives  his  herd 

At  morning  call 
What  time  the  fruitful  trees  are  stirred 

And  acorns  fall. 

And  many  worms  and  creeping  things. 

Insects  that  fly 
With  gaudy,  frail,  ephemeral  wings 

Live  there,  and  die. 

They  play  their  little  tragedies 

But  for  a  day  ; 
Ere  Winter  chants  his  litanies 

They  pass  away. 
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Above  them  waves  the  frondage,  high 

In  upper  air  ; 
They  see  not  smiling  to  the  sky 

The  blossoms  fair. 

To  them  the  symbol  of  the  oak 

Is  nothing  worth  ; 
They  live  to  tamely  bear  their  yoke 

And  nose  the  earth. 

They  live  and  die  and  pass  away  I 

Their  prison  bars 
Forbid  them  watch  the  lightning's  play, 

And  gleaming  stars. 

They  thrill  not  with  the  morning  light 

Of  varied  hue, 
Nor  feel  the  pulsing  of  the  Night 

Weeping  in  dew. 

They  hear  not  the  rich  melody 

Of  Winter's  psalm, 
Nor  catch  the  plaintive  minstrelsy 

Of  Summer  calm  ; 

But  are  like  phrmtoms  gliding  by 

To  darkness  driven. 
Meanwhile  the  oak-tree  lifteth  high 

Its  head  to  Heaven. 

Son  of  Imagination  1     Bard 

Who  singest  now 
On  this  earth-planet,  lone,  ill-starred, 

An  oak  art  thou  1 
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THE    LILY    OF    THE    VALLEY 

Not  such  as  flaunt  their  charms  to  attract  the  eye. 

The  orchid  crimsoned  with  a  tropic  sky, 

The  Daphne  and  the  Rose,  whose  damask  bloom 

Intoxicates  the  sense  with  rich  perfume  ; 

Not  such  art  thou  with  thy  sweet  bells  so  white. 

Meek  Lily  of  the  Valley,  my  delight ; 

Thou  dost  not  spring  where  some  great  Csesar  bled. 

Nor  dost  thou  smile  where  rolled  the  battle  red  ; 

Too  modest,  bashful,  chaste,  for  pomp  and  show, 

Thou  art  immaculate  as  new  fallen  snow — 

Retiring  ever  in  thy  loveliness 

A  beauty,  virginal  thou  dost  express 

In  bending  stem  of  bells  inaudible. 

Like  maiden  lips  that  passion  dare  not  tell ; 

For  thou  wert  once  a  maiden,  who  did  hide, 

From  asking  eyes  her  beauty,  pined,  and  died 

In  some  far  solitude,  there  to  conceal 

The  secret  love,  she  shuddered  to  reveal. 
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ASPIRATION    FULFILLED 

As  erstwhile  in  the  morning  of  romance, 

When  thou,  beloved  companion,  wert  beside  me  ; 

Be  near  me  in  the  shadow,  with  thy  tender  glance 
Inspire,  and  guide  me  I 

Hushed  is  the  song  and  music  of  guitars, 

And  dim  the  lattice  where  the  moon  did  stream  on, 

O  give  me,  now  the  night  is  emptied  of  its  stars 
New  worlds  to  dream  on  I 

When  on  thy  lips  no  more  the  rose  shall  bloom, 
And  all  that  Time  suggests  or  brings  is  over. 

We  shall  in  those  new  pastures  our  sweet  task  resume. 
New  flowers  discover. 

And  when  God's  envoy  through  the  veil  of  pain 

Doth  summon  me,  I'll  blanch  not  at  his  glaive  then  ; 

For  he  will  rend  the  fetters,  break  the  galling  chain, 
But  not  the  slave  then. 

If  He  should  call  thee  first,  then  say  of  me, 

*'  Behold  him,  dear  ones,  clad  in  lowly  raiment  I 

On  earth  he  works  God's  task,  with  no  applause  for  fee. 
Nor  gold  for  payment. 

**  His  aim  is  high,  his  audience  few,  he  toils 

And  dreams  a  double  life,  with  stern  insistence  ; 

He  sings  the  praise  of  Virtue,  battles  for  earth's  spoils 
With  grim  persistence. 
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"  He  loved  me  much  in  those  dear  days  of  yore, 
He  bravely  bore  the  loss  that  Heaven  did  send  him  ; 

And  though  he  stumbles  oft,  his  heart  and  faith  are  sure, 
Let  us  befriend  him  I  " 

But,  if  I  first Ah  I     What  a  radiant  Star  ? 

Nor  do  I  dream  ;    O  vision  I  surrender 
My  life,  my  all  to  thee  1     The  heavens  opened  are, 

With  all  their  splendour  I 
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AMONG    THE    ISLANDS 

'Tis  the  hour  when  poet  and  painter 

In  thrall  of  their  twilight  dreams 
Watch  the  urn  of  day  grow  fainter 

In  a  flood  of  amber  beams, 
And  the  night  spread  out  her  curtain 

Of  star-gemmed  gossamer  ; 
When  visions,  strange,  uncertain, 

Begin  to  burgeon  and  stir. 

And  I  steer  o'er  the  ocean's  furrows 

Towards  a  light  that  looms  before, 
Where  is  heard  the  tide's  susurrus 

On  the  fringe  of  the  pebbly  shore, 
And  she's  sitting  alone  in  the  gloaming 

In  a  grotto  by  the  sea, 
Watching  the  dark  boats  roaming  ; 

The  maid  who  is  waiting  for  me. 

Now  we  pass  an  isle  on  the  leeward 

Deep-fabled  in  legends  old, 
Where  a  nymph  looks  wistfully  seaward 

For  a  passing  rover  bold  ; 
Most  beautiful  her  face  is. 

Her  eyes  as  rubies  shine  ; 
Tender  are  her  embraces, 

And  the  kiss  of  her  lips  divine. 

Yet  their  oars  my  boatmen  dip  so 

Silently  into  the  sea 
Lest  they  attract  the  fair  Calypso 

Who  doubtless  is  watching  for  me  ; 
For  my  love  with  the  rustic  boddice 

Is  dearer  to  me  by  far 
Than  any  bewitching  goddess. 

Arrayed  in  her  soft  cymar. 
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So  we  glide  like  a  swan  o*er  the  water 

To  the  far-off  beacon  bright. 
Where  awaits  me  the  shepherd's  daughter 

Through  the  cool,  still  hours  of  night. 
Ah,  'tis  not  Calypso's  idyll 

That  echoes  across  the  sea ; 
'Tis  the  strain  of  our  morning  bridal. 

My  loved  one  is  chanting  for  me. 
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HEROICA 

One  thought  alone  doth  trouble  me, 

It  is,  that  I 
May,  ere  I  strike  for  victory, 

Unhonoured  die. 

As  a  dark  stream  it  doth  intrude 

In  night's  still  hour  ; 
It  mars  the  joy  and  plenitude 

Of  life  and  power. 

I  would  not  sink  into  the  dust 

Without  a  name  ; 
But  raise  a  monument,  I  trust 

Of  honour,  fame. 

I  ask  not  that  my  bark  should  sail 

O'er  silver  seas  ; 
Or  that  my  life  should  be  a  tale 

Of  dreamless  ease  ! 

For  I  would  wield  the  sword  and  glaive 

With  main  and  might ; 
And  in  the  army  of  the  brave 

Battle  for  the  right. 

I'd  bear  the  royal  gonfalon 

Of  righteousness  ; 
Be  in  the  ranks  the  humblest  one, 

Wrong  to  redress  ; 

With  wrist  of  steel  to  strike  the  blow 

At  trumpet  call  ; 
And  towards  the  foe,  breast-forward  go. 

And  fighting,  fall ; 
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Fall  in  the  tide  of  victory. 

Upon  her  breast, 
Mother  of  all,  the  slave,  the  free. 

And  find  my  rest. 

My  brave  companions  there  beside 

Will  gaze  on  me 
For  one  brief  pause,  and  say  "  He  died 

The  slave  to  free  I  *' 

I  still  should  hear  the  clarion-blast. 

The  steel-hoofed  horse. 
And  the  battalions  marching  past 

Over  my  course. 

The  serried  ranks  who  fought  and  bled, 

The  victor  hosts 
Shall  thrill  them  in  their  slumbering  bed. 

The  hero  ghosts. 

I  only  ask  men  write  of  me 

Above  my  grave, 
"  The  humblest  of  our  band  was  he, 

But  loyal,  brave.'* 
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A     BALLAD     CYCLE 
The  Abbey  and  the  Minstrel 

The  cloister  bell  ceased  ringing,  and  the  stars 

Peeped  through  the  cloud-rifts,  while  the  moon's  wan 
light 
Shone  on  the  snow-blanched  convents'  lattice-bars  ; 

And  in  the  solemn  pauses  of  the  night 
What  time  the  tempest  lulled,  the  flaky  snow 

Fell  softly  on  the  sapless  trees  and  bare, 
And  holy  women  passing  to  and  fro 

Who  lived  sweet  lives  of  penance,  praise  and  prayer. 

The  evening  mass  is  over  ;  one  by  one 

The  hooded  worshippers  in  reverent  state 
The  darkened  chapel  leave  ;  the  last,  alone 

Hastens  to  lock  the  heavy  cloister  gate  ; 
Around  her  waist  she  bears  the  clanking  keys, 

And  in  her  hand  a  lantern  burning  bright  ; 
Ghostlike  she  glideth  through  the  wind-swept  trees, 

This  holy  Abbess,  guardian  of  the  night. 

What  thoughts  of  Time,  of  Life  and  Death  were  hers 

Enveloped  in  that  air  of  sanctity  ? 
What  sweet  or  bitter  world  remembrancers  ? 

What  far-flung  splendours   of  eternity  ? 
What  visionary  gleams  of  Paradise  ? 

What  undiscovered  depths  of  wild  unrest  ? 
Can  mortal  passion  glance  from  those  dark  eyes  ? 

Beats  still  a  woman's  heart  within  that  breast  ? 
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The  moon,  a  gleaming  sickle,  clave  the  cloud 

That  veiled  her  face,  and  as  the  Abbess  nears 
The  ponderous  pillars  mantled  with  a  shroud 

Of  ivy  ever-green  she,  startled,  hears 
A  cry  of  pain  without  the  cloister  gate. 

"  Ah,  who  is  there  ?  "     **  A  poor  unhappy  wight  1  " 
**  God  pity  thee  !  "     ''  I'm  cold  ;  the  hour  is  late  ; 

For  love  of  God,   a  shelter  from  the  night  I  '* 

*'  And  God  will  shelter  thee,  unhappy  one  ; 

Though  the  world's  heart  beats  not  with  love  for  thee  ; 
This  sanctuary  is  Heaven's  benison  ; 

Arise  I     Take  thou  my  hand  and  follow  me  1 
The  holy  sisters  shall  with  haste  prepare 

A  sweet  repast  that  will  thy  life  sustain  ; 
Thou  in  a  cosy  garret  shall  repair, 

Where  balmy  sleep  shall  kiss  the  lips  of  pain." 

He  was  a  wandering  minstrel  quaintly  clad 

In  foreign  costume  ;  his  dishevelled  hair 
Blown  round  his  pagan  eyes  a  wildness  had. 

And  on  his  back  a  harp  was  strapped  with  care  ; 
The  saddened  smile  as  of  an  alien  race 

Played  round  his  livid  lips,  and  his  bright  eyes, 
Piercing  and  fathomless,  disclosed  a  trace 

Of  ardent  youth  in  manhood's  stern  disguise. 

Oft  he  had  stirred  the  deepest  springs  of  grief 

In  bardic  triumphs  not  unknown  to  Fame  ; 
And  many  a  tender  life,  beloved  and  brief 

His  songs  inspired  with  Love's  resurgent  flame  ; 
For  they  were  Passion  set  to  music,  and 

His  harp,  handmaid  to  Love,  a  halo  shed  ; 
And  many  a  hidden  chord  to  rapture  fanned, 

And  many  a  heart  with  sweet  remembrance  fed. 
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And  sometimes  scorned,  despised  and  set  at  nought. 

The  sport  of  Fate,  her  fickle  ways  he  bore 
With  equal  mind  as  a  good  minstrel  ought. 

The  sordid  miser  spurned  him  from  his  door  ; 
The  virtuous  matron  looked  askance  and  sighed  ; 

The  uncouth  peasant  sneered  contemptuously  ; 
And  many  a  haughty  baron  in  his  pride, 

And  many  an  austere  lady  passed  him  by. 

The  convent  gate  secure,  he  followed  slow 

The  worthy  abbess  down  the  avenue, 
And  o'er  the  gravelled  courtyard  white  with  snow, 

Where  through  the  gusty  night-winds  chilly  blew  ; 
She  led  him  down  the  darkened  corridor 

Into  the  hall,  and  in  the  pine  fire-light 
He  saw  six  stately  forms  who  white  stoles  wore, 

And  rose  to  greet  the  pilgrim  of  the  night. 

Upon  the  table  soon  was  deftly  laid 

A  rich  repast  of  venison  and  wine. 
Conserves  and  jellies,  pastry  newly  made. 

Filberts  and  raisins  from  the  cloister  vine  ; 
A  steaming  bowl  of  punch  was  passed  around. 

And  winter  pippins,  pears,  in  garret  stored, 
And  rarest  cordials  in  the  cellar  found  ; 

The  abbess  grave  presided  at  the  board. 

The  supper  ended,  thus  the  minstrel  spake  ; 

"  Most  Reverend  Mother,  holy  sisterhood, 
A  poor  unworthy  singer's  homage  take  ; 

Command  your  servant  as  it  seemeth  good  I 
For  though  an  outcast,  I  have  still  the  sense 

Of  knighthood's  honor  and  its  candour  sweet ; 
What  homage  shall  I  give,  what  recompense. 

What  sacrifice  to  God  :  what  service  meet  ?  " 
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The  holy  abbess  with  soul-piercing  eyes 

Gazed  on  the  sisters  in  the  festive  hall 
And  read,  as  in  a  book  that  open  lies, 

The  one  unvoiced  desire  that  held  them  thrall 
And  answered  sweetly,  "  What  doth  God  require 

But  the  wise  use  of  talents  given  to  thee  ? 
Thou  hast  the  poet's  soul,  the  bardic  fire  ; 

Stand  forth  I     Unburden  thy  rich  minstrelsy  I  " 

The  table  cleared,  the  sisters  seated  all 

In  a  half  circle  round  the  blazing  fire 
Deep  silence  reigned  within  the  convent  hall ; 

Each  breast  with  inarticulate  desire 
Heaved  as  the  minstrel  his  sweet  harp  unstrung 

And  tuned  its  mellow  chords  to  harmony  ; 
After  a  tragic  prelude  thus  he  sung, 

The  ballad  of  the  lord  of  the  Western  Sea. 
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THE     LORD     OF     THE     WESTERN     SEA 

A     Ballad 

'Tis  a  gala  night,  and  the  beacons  bright 
Shed  their  lurid  rays  afar  ; 
The  cliffs  and  earns  are  ablaze  with  light, 
And  the  Pharos  on  the  bar. 

The  drums  are  sounding,  the  trumpets  blare 
In  the  joyous  carnival ; 

And  the  knights  are  brave,  and  the  maidens  fair 
"Who  dance  in  the  Castle  Hall. 

Ah,  wherefore  alone  hath  she  left  the  room 
With  a  yearning  nought  can  appease, 
The  earl's  proud  daughter,  to  seek  the  gloom 
Of  the  night  'neath  the  whispering  trees? 

*'  The  laughter  and  revels  all  weary  me  : 
Ah,  what  can  my  passion  assuage  ? 
My  soul  it  doth  pant  for  liberty 
As  a  bird  in  its  prison  cage. 

**  I  envy  the  poorest  fisher  girl 
As  she  sails  round  the  harbour-bar 
Where  the  yeasty  billows  leap  and  curl ; 
Though  they  call  me  the  Hesper  Star 

**  The  glory  hath  fled  from  the  earth  and  sky 
And  the  rapture  of  life  is  gone 
Since  I  saw  the  knight  with  the  love-lit  eye 
Serenading  me  on  the  lawn. 
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"  With  his  lute  'neath    my  balcony  window  bright 

Where  he  sang  and  sighed  to  me 

Through  the  dreamy  hours  of  the  sweet  twilight. 

0  Heaven,  say  where  can  he  be  ?  " 

So  the  lady  Edith  voiced  her  woe 
'Neath  the  gloom  of  the  poplar  trees, 
When  she  hears  approaching  steps,  and  lo, 
At  her  side  the  Knight  she  sees. 

So  tender  and  sweet  were  the  words  they  spake. 

So  thrilling  the  clasping  of  palms  ; 

So  melting  the  glances  and  kisses  they  take 

In  the  garden's  odorous  balms  I 

And  the  nightingale  sang  in  the  brushwood  gloom. 

And  the  roving  zephyrs  wooed 

The  roses,  the  maythorn  and  apple  bloom 

In  the  love-breathing  solitude. 

Above  their  bower  shone  the  Evening  Star, 
All  around  the  blossoms  fall. 
And  far  out  at  sea  beyond  the  bar 
They  heard  the  clarion  call. 

"  Beloved,  O  wherefore  didst  thou  start  ? 

Must  our  meeting  be  so  brief  ? 

By  thy  flashing  eye,  and  thy  beating  heart, 

1  fear  'tis  the  smuggler  chief  I  " 

"  O  fear  not  the  smuggling  chief,"  said  he  ; 
"  Brightest  stars  are  shining  above  ; 
And  I,  the  lord  of  the  Western  Sea, 
Will  shield  thee,  my  life  and  my  love  1  " 
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And  the  lovers  entered  the  garden  bower. 
With  soft  melting  hearts  I  wis  ; 
And  few  were  their  words  in  the  night's  still  hour 
But  many  a  passionate  kiss. 

There  the  glow-worm  with  his  pale  torch  light 
In    the    silence    glides    along ; 
And   the   cooling   zephyrs   and   bird   of   night 
Descant  the  nuptial  song. 

The  rustling  leaves  and  the  breathing  flowers 
And  the  sough  of  the  ocean  swell, 
Lent  a  magic  charm  to  the  fleeting  hours. 
Far  deeper  than  song  can  tell. 

"  Beloved  arise  ?     Hear  the  bugle  call  I 
Haste,  lord  of  the  Western  Sea  I 
I  must  post  at  once  to  the  festive  hall ; 
My  father  is  seeking  for  me  I 

*'  One  little  request,  beloved,  have  I, 

Ere  we  leave  our  first  love-tryst ; 

Tell  me  truly  thy  name,  by  the  stars  in  the  sky ; 

Say,  whose  are  the  lips  I  have  kissed  ?  " 

Then  her  finger  he  wreathed  with  a  ring  of  gold 
And  said,  "  By  the  stars  above, 
Thy  lover,  fair  lady,  is  brave  and  bold  ; 
Wear  thou  this  sweet  pledge  of  his  love  I 

'*  O  wear  it  for  ever,  through  flood  and  through  fire. 
Through  the  dawn  and  the  dusk  of  years, 
Till  thou  hearest  again  the  sound  of  my  lyre 
In  the  joyless  night  of  tears. 
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"  My  good  ship  rocks  in  the  dim  offing, 
At  daybreak  we  sail  for  Salee, 
And  I'm  the  son  of  the  smuggler  king 
And  lord  of  the  Western  Sea." 

Then  the  Lady  Edith  was  sore  dismayed 
As  he  scornfully  smiled  farewell ; 
For  a  smuggler  base  had  her  heart  betrayed 
In  the  guise  of  the  King's  Minstrel. 
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LADY     EDITH,     THE     ABBESS 

Thus  sang  the  minstrel,  and  the  sisters  smiled 

Approval  of  his  songship,  not  the  theme  ; 

They  sorrowed  for  a  lady  so  beguiled, 

Not  deeming  it  a  wandering  minstrel's  dream. 

Such  pain  and  pleasure  ballad  music  hath 

0*er   tender   human   hearts    that   praise    and   scorn, 

Laughter  and  tears  are  its  true  aftermath  ; 

For  who  so  plucks  the  rose  shall  feel  the  thorn. 

Throughout,  the  holy  mother  sat  unmoved, 
Long  disciplined  her  feelings  to  suppress. 
How    perilous     are    passions     unreproved  ? 
What   burning   memories    can    the   past   redress  ? 
And   yet,    though    faintty,    did   her   features    glow 
As  music  vitalised  her  memory, 
For  in   her   maiden-home   long  years   ago 
She  loved  a  rover  of  the  Western  Sea. 

"  Ah  me  !     Would  that  those  bitter  years  were  dead 
And  blotted  from  the  manuscript  of  Time  ! 
Would  that  the  scalding  tears  in  secret  shed 
Had  never  soiled  the  page  of  thrilling  rhyme  I  " 
There  in  the  convent  she  her  past  inurned 
Within  her  breast,  from  Winter  unto  Spring  ; 
And  now  with  hieroglyphic  look  she  turned, 
And  in  her  bosom  felt  the  smugglers'  ring. 

Then  towards  the  minstrel  with  deep-searching  eyes 

She  glanced,  as  if  to  read  upon  his  face 

The  secret  of  his   song.     Wild  thoughts   arise, 

Dark  memories,  as  there  she  sought  to  trace 

The  bane  and  pleasure  of  those  far  off  years. 

Had  he,  the  swarthy  singer  in  repose. 

Divined  or  raised  this  phantom  of  her  fears  ? 

Was  he  the  ocean  rover  ?     Ah,  who  knows  1 
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Such  pangs  disturbed  not  the  fair  sisterhood  ; 
No  trace  of  malice  or  suspected  wrong 
That  might  impair  their  cloistral  solitude 
Discerned  they  in  the  subtle  minstrel's  song  ; 
And  one,  the  chalice  filled  with  ruddy  wine, 
And  bade  the  pilgrim  drink  and  sing  again 
Some  old  time  legend,  human  or  divine. 
Some  charm  for  sorrow,  antidote  to  pain. 

He  quaffed  the  pure  refreshing  juice  and  said, 

"  Thrice  blessed  be  the  hands  this  vintage  pressed  f 

May  Heaven  vouchsafe  it  be  replenished. 

Even  as  the  widow's  oil  the  prophet  blessed. 

To  many  a  minstrel  outcast  and  forlorn 

Long  be  this  holy  place  a  refuge  warm 

When  shivering  'neath  the  world's  inhuman  scorn 

Like  withered  foliage  sighing  to  the  storm  I  " 

The  holy  abbess,  eager  to  dispel 

The  bitter  memories  and  anguish  dire 

His  song  evoked,  bade  sister  Isabel 

A  mountain  log  place  on  the  glowing  fire. 

Meanwhile  the  minstrel  idly  o'er  the  strings 

His  improvising  fingers  swept  full  sweet, 

Till  from  the  minor  chords  a  vision  springs, 

And  thus  he  sang  the  doom  of  Marguerite. 
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THE     LADY     MARGUERITE 

A     Ballad 

When  Winter  hung  his  crystal  spears 
On  the  cottage  eaves  and  black  bare  boughs 
And  topers  filled  the  cup  that  cheers 
In  the  wayside  tavern  to  carouse  ; 
When  the  bat  flew  past  at  midnight  hour 
And  the  owl  left  his  dark  retreat, 
A  lady  wept  in  her  lonely  tower, 
The    Lady    Marguerite. 

And  coldly  gleamed  the  moon  and  stars. 
And  the  gusty  winds  swept  whistling  by, 
And  shook  the  rusty  casement  bars, 
As  the  lady  gazed  with  anxious  eye 
On  the  courtyard  shrouded  white  below 
Whence  arose  the  fierce  strife  of  words. 
And  watched  two  foes  in  the  glistening  snow. 
And  heard  their  clashing  swords. 

A  husband  stern,  a  lover  gay, 
The  despair,  delight  for  beauty  won  ; 
The  glare  and  glamour  of  sword-play 
For  a  wife  beloved,  a  wife  undone 
Who  stands  at  her  casement  mute,  aghast. 
A  cry,  and  a  deep  muffled  groan  ! 
The  lover  falls,  his  life  ebbs  fast ; 
The  husband  stands  alone. 

With  dripping  sword  in  his  right  hand  bare. 
And  he  scowls  on  the  dead  man  at  his  feet> 
Then  turns  unto  the  window,  where 
Asking  eyes  his  fiery  glances  meet. 
Eyes  that  erstwhile  shone  alone  for  him. 
Is  revenge  the  climax  of  all  ? 
His  senses  reel,  his  sight  grows  dim  ; 
He  staggers  towards  the  wall. 
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And  Marguerite,  lost  Marguerite, 
Hears  the  doleful  chime  of  the  passing  bell. 
And  swoons  before  the  mercy  seat 
As  upon  the  altar  stairs  she  fell  ; 
For  the  winds  bite  hard  where  the  lily  blows. 
And  pleasure  is  shadowed  by  pain  ; 
The  worm  feeds  on  the  loveliest  rose 
That  ne'er  shall  bloom  again. 

The  old  clock  strikes  the  midnight  hour, 
And  the  storm  fiend  shakes  the  castle  wall ; 
The  lamps  burn  dimly  in  the  tower, 
On  altar  veiled  dark  shadows  fall. 
When  a  tread  of  feet  in  the  corridor 
Hears  the  Lady  Marguerite  ; 
A  hand  flings  wide  the  oaken  door, 
Her  husband's  at  her  feet. 

*'  O  Marguerite,  so  foul,  so  fair. 
Thou  hast  slain  the  man  that  lived  in  me. 
And  roused  the  tiger  in  his  lair  ; 
I  have  slaked  my  thirst  in  blood  for  thee. 
It  is  meet  that  thou  should'st  weep  and  pray 
Through  the  years  that  lie  before  ; 
For  each  must  tread  the  world's  cold  way 
Alone,  for  evermore. 

*'  For  pain  is  sweet  and  death  is  bliss. 
And  the  water  of  Lethe  is  sweeter  than  wine  ; 
But  O  to  feel  the  horror  of  this 
Estrangement  between  thy  love  and  mine  ? 
For  my  wounded  soul  earth  has  no  balm, 
Nor  can  Time  or  Art  erase 
The  scutcheon's  blot,  nor  penance,  psalm, 
Our  bitter  shame  efface. 
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**  Beyond  the  barriers  of  the  stars, 
And  the  ocean  vast  where  the  great  sun  dips, 
I'll  bear  with  me  the  wounds  and  scars 
Of  thy  treacherous  eyes,  and  the  lust  of  thy  lips. 
In  the  Holy  Land  with  the  Christian  hosts 
I  shall  win  the  war's  diadem, 
Or  hover  with  the  hero-ghosts 
Around    Jerusalem. 

"  O  Marguerite,  once  mine,  no  more, 
Thy  women  are  waiting  for  thee  below  ; 
The  night  is  cold,  the  north  winds  roar. 
And  the  upland  path  is  white  with  snow. 
In  the  convent  home  there's  a  place  for  thee, 
Where  thou  mayest  in  sanctity  dwell ; 
And  may  God's  peace  thy  benison  be  ; 
Poor   Marguerite,   farewell  I  " 
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SISTER     ISABEL 

His  voice  was  silent,  still  his  fingers  strayed 
Over  the  harp-strings,  and  the  tragic  theme 
Rang  in  the  sister's  ears  ;  each  phantom  shade 
Of  those  sad  actors  moved  as  in  a  dream 
And  lingered  in  the  subtle  melody, 
Like  ships  we  watch  slow  sailing  from  the  land 
Bearing  our  loved  o'er  the  perilous  sea. 
Meanwhile,  each  listener's  face  the  minstrel  scanned. 

And  studied  each  emotion  unrepressed. 

In  cowering  look  and  sigh  that  quickly  passed. 

Till  dark  Suspicion  rose  at  his  behest, 

And  each  on  each  deep-searching  glances  cast ; 

And  lo,  the  face  of  Sister  Isabel 

Was  wet  with  tears,  and  on  her  trembling  knees 

As  if  to  seek  relief  in  prayer  she  fell. 

Like  a  scared  bird  that  flutters  in  the  trees. 

The  Abbess  sat  amazed,  and  sought  to  win 

The  history  of  that  face  of  ashen  hue. 

Had  Isabel  met  face  to  face  her  sin  ; 

Perchance  the  prescient  minstrel's  dream  was  true  I 

Or  did  the  goblet  pressed  unto  his  lips 

In  that  brief  interval  a  potion  bear 

Of  power  to  read  the  heart  ?     Shall  he  who  sips 

The  cloister  wine  its  awful  secrets  share  ? 

The  minstrel  smiling,  on  his  harp  reclined 
And  spake  in  soothing  tones,  *'  Music  hath  power 
To  wound  and  heal  the  hearts  of  Womankind  ; 
Love's  sweetest  surgery  it  brings  for  dower. 
For  it  doth  wring  rich  melody  from  tears, 
And  fill  with  gleaming  stars  the  darkest  night. 
And  charm  from  broken  hearts  the  haunting  fears, 
And  give  to  Age  and  Care  their  lost  delight. 
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The  Abbess  with  persuasive  voice  repUed, 

"  Thy  skill,  Sir  Minstrel,  is  beyond  all  praise  I 

Howbeit,  thy  Muse  is  strangely  close  allied 

To  wayward  Passion  and  it's  tortive  ways. 

Was  it  by  chance  that  thou  didst  hit  the  mark  ? 

Say,  didst  thou  poise  and  hurl  thy  random  dart 

Like  the  vain  fool  who  shoots  into  the  dark 

And  strikes,  he  knows  not  what,  the  head  or  heart  ?  ** 

Then  he,  "  Lady,  beloved  of  God,  indeed 

I  do  but  sing  the  things  I  feel  and  know. 

The  Muse's  slave  am  I,  a  trembling  reed 

Through  which  life's  tempests  into  music  blow. 

No  wit  have  I  nor  malice  to  ensnare 

Your  Heaven-devoted  hearts  in  this  repose  ; 

If  aught  of  peril,  pain,  my  numbers  bear, 

'Tis  but  the  thorns  that  circle  round  the  rose  I  '* 

Meanwhile  arose  the  Sister  Isabel 

And  murmured  through  her  tears,  '*  O  pardon  me 

The  weakness  I  have  shewn  ;  but  prithee  tell 

If  thy  sad  song  be  true,  the  history 

Of  that  stern  cruel  man  !  "     And  he  replied, 

"  With  Christian  hosts  he  fought  in  heathen  lands. 

And  now  his  shame  and  lineage  he  doth  hide 

Among  the  hermits  in  the  The])ain  sands." 

"  May  God  in  His  rich  mercy  pardon  both," 
The  Abbess  prayed,  and  said  to  Gwendoline, 
*'  Refill  the  goblet,  child  I  "     She,  nowise  loth, 
Fulfilled  her  generous  task  with  stately  mien, 
And  as  the  minstrel  drank  she  whispered  low, 
*'  Sweet  Bard  of  Passion,  sing  to  us  once  more  !  ** 
He  looked  assent,  and  with  a  prelude  slow 
The  ballad  sang  of  Lady  Elinor. 
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THE     LADY     ELINOR  ' 

A     Ballad 

^Tis  the  Lord  of  Lismore  on  his  black  charger  fleet 
AVho  startles  the  night  with  his  dread  iron  feet ; 
He  gallops  in  haste  over  meadow  and  moor 
At  midnight  to  tryst  with  the  fair  Elinor. 

And  the  smile  of  a  demon  lights  up  his  dark  face, 
And  his  eyes  beam  delight  at  the  perilous  pace  ; 
And  his  heart  wildly  beats  as  he  sees,  like  a  star, 
The  light  in  her  oriel  beaming  afar. 

Sweet  Elinor  weeps  in  her  bride-chamber  there, 
Her  dear  dead  bewailing  like  Niobe  rare  ; 
But  a  Roman  heart  leaps  in  her  bosom  of  snow 
As  the  noble  dismounts  in  the  court-yard  below. 

Lismore  boldly  enters  with  amorous  sighs  ; 
The  widow  retreats,  and  her  sad  loverless  eyes 
Dart  the  glance  of  a  tiger  that  leaps  on  its  prey 
Or  a  serpent  that  springs  on  a  hot  summer's  day. 

*'  Thy  eyes,  they  are  daggers  that  gleam  and  thrust ; 
Thy  vows,  they  are  reeking  with  poison  and  lust ; 
Thou  hast  slain  him,  the  bravest  that  ere  falchion  bore, 
And  I  curse  thee,  assassin  !  "  said  fair  Elinor. 

**  I  come  hot  with  haste  from  the  far  misty  vale. 
And  he  shadowed  my  footsteps,  the  spectre  pale  ; 
But  I  reck  not  of  phantoms  above  or  below, 
So  I  pillow  my  head  on  thy  bosom  of  snow." 
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**  I  had  rather  be  nurse  to  the  asp  or  the  snake 
That  hides  in  the  flower  or  glides  in  the  brake  ; 
For  the  breast  that  once  pillowed  his  dear  hallowed  head 
Is  a  tomb  that  inurns  the  loved  form  of  the  dead." 

*'  By  the  skies  that  bend  over  us  weeping  in  dew 
'Twas  for  dear  love  of  thee  that  thy  husband  I  slew  ; 
Thy  eyes,  they  are  robbers  whose  languishing  spell 
Makes  a  heaven  appear  through  the  bale  fires  of  hell." 

Then  the  Lord  of  Lismore  unfastened  his  vest ; 

**  Take  my  sword,  scornful  lady,  plunge  it  deep  in  my 

breast  I 
'Twas  foretold  I  should  die  by  Beauty  betrayed, 
Yet  I  pray  thee  remember  the  promise  once  made." 

"  Full  well  I  remember  the  oath  that  I  swore  ; 

And  have  I  not  kept  it  ?  "  said  fair  Elinor. 

**  'Tis  All  Hallows  night,  and  this  is  my  bower, 

And  the  clock  loudly  hammers  the  deep  midnight  hour. 

*'  Prepared  is  the  table  to  honour  my  guest ; 
There's  a  bed  in  the  alcove  whereon  thou  may'st  rest ; 
There  are  fish  from  the  river  and  fowl  from  the  mere. 
And  choicest  of  viands,  with  wine  of  good  cheer." 

**  'Tis  a  feast  for  the  gods  I  "  said  the  Lord  of  Lismore. 
'*  More  than  Heaven  do  I  love  thee,  my  sweet  Elinor  I  " 
"  Pray  be  seated  my  lord,  all  these  flatteries  shun, 
*Tis  by  deeds,  not  by  w^ords  that  a  lady  is  won." 

Then  the  chalice  of  silver  she  filled  to  the  brim 
With  red  sparkling  wine,  and  gave  it  to  him  ; 
And  a  smile  seemed  to  light  up  her  white  marbled  skin, 
For  her  beauty  concealed  the  deep  malice  within. 

*'  Thy  years  and  thy  beauty  I  pledge  deep  in  wine 
Thou  pearl  of  all  women,  immortal,  divine  ; 
Through  the  Spring-flush  of  hfe  and  its  Winter  cold 
O  wear  on  thy  wrist  this  bracelet  of  gold  1  " 
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And  her  lily  white  hand  the  bold  lover  kissed 
As  the  bracelet  she  fastened  around  her  soft  wrist ; 
But  he  fancied  the  wine  had  a  savour  of  blood, 
Though  the  lady  smiled  there  like  a  rose  in  the  bud. 

'*  I  know  not  wnat  shadow  doth  nod  in  the  gloom," 
Said  the  Lord  of  Lismore,  as  he  gazed  round  the  room  ; 
*'  The  wine,  it  is  bitter,  and  tastes  of  the  dust." 
**  My  lord,  it  is  fresh  from  the  wine  press  of  Lust." 

*'  It  burns  in  my  breast,  and  it  fires  my  brain  I  " 
"  My  lord,  'tis  but  fancy  or  fugitive  pain  ; 
Soon,  Love  like  a  vision  shall  dawn  upon  thee 
As  Venus  arose  from  the  foam  of  the  sea." 

"  O  send  for  thy  maidens  and  ask  them  to  bring 
A  beaker  filled  full  from  the  cold  mountain  spring  I  '* 
"  My  lord,  you  should  know  what  a  mocker  is  wine  ; 
'Tis  the  serpent  that  hides  in  the  blood  of  the  vine  !  *' 

"  Unmask  thee  I     Unmask  thee,  invisible  spell ! 
My  veins  are  a-burning  with  fires  of  hell  I  " 
The  lady  arose,  and  right  gladly  then 
Opened  the  door  and  let  in  her  two  trusty  men. 

And  the  woman  gave  place  to  the  tiger  there, 

And  the  fire-serpents  hissed  through  her  burning  hair  ; 

And  the  beauty  of  Hecate  flashed  from  her  eyes, 

And  the  breath  of  her  lips  were  as  Love's  strangled  sighs. 

*'  Quick,  seize  ye  yon  pale  caitiff  staggering  there  I 

Disarm  and  fast  bind  him  in  the  oaken  chair  I 

My  Lord  of  Lismore,  the  dread  die  is  cast. 

Your  beaker  is  empty,  and  you've  drunk  your  last  I  " 

"  Ha  I  traitress  most  beautiful,  demon  most  fair, 
The  lion  is  trapped  in  the  fell  tiger's  lair  I 
Thou  didst  poison  the  wine  ;  my  doom's  at  thy  door  I 
I  loved  thee  I     I  hate  thee  in  death,  Elinor  !  " 
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*'  Die  murderer,  die,  with  a  curse  on  thy  lips  I 
Thou  art  crimsoned  with  blood  to  thy  cold  fmger  tips  ; 
No  revenge  could  be  milder  or  sweeter  than  this, 
To  a  woman  that's  wooed  with  a  poisonous  kiss. 

*'  Thy  eyes,  they  are  stony,  my  Lord  of  Lismore, 
And  thy  wan  lips  are  speechless  and  dumb  evermore  ; 
Tell  the  demons  you  meet  in  the  dark  dales  of  hell 
How  a  woman  revenged  her  I     Proud  spirit,  farewell  I  " 

And  the  Lady  Elinor  galloped  next  day 

To  the  convent  home  in  the  mountains  gray  ; 

And  there  in  seclusion  hid  ever  from  view 

The  beauty  that  two  such  bold  lusty  knights  slew. 
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SISTER     GWENDOLINE 

The  last  vibrations  of  the  harpist's  strings 
Sent  a  deep  shudder  through  the  sisters  there, 
As  'twere  the  flapping  sound  of  unseen  wings, 
Or  night  winds  wailing  through  the  forest's  hair  ; 
And  motionless  they  sat  with  bated  breath 
As  brooding  Fear  into  their  presence  stole, 
Darkening  the  moving  tragedy  of  death 
Where  the  last  actor  filled  a  bloody  role. 

Ah  me,  that  such  a  fragile  hand  could  break 
The  heart's  closed  casket  where  our  memories  are. 
And  with  a  wizard's  science  sift  and  take 
Thenceforth  each  jewelled  hope,  each  baleful  star, 
And  each  dark  secret  from  its  buried  rest 
With  all  the  glare  that  fired  its  crimson  way  ; 
Like  cowering  birds  plucked  from  the  parent  nest 
By  truant  hands  and  flung  to  beasts  of  prey  1 

Ah  me,  that  mortal  music  should  disturb 

The  far  vague  skeletons  to  rumor  lost, 

The  vanished  ghosts  that  the  still  night  perturb. 

The  secret  sins  on  waves  of  passion  tossed  ; 

And  from  the  alembic  of  the  soul  compel 

Old  time  Remorse  that  waits  in  ambush  there 

To.  fling  o'er  us  its  unsubmissive  spell, 

And  goad  us  towards  the  peace  we  cannot  share  ? 

And  pale  as  death  grew  Sister  Gwendoline, 

And  her  wan  eyes  were  pearled  with  tears  of  snow, 

As  Memory's  dagger,  cruel-edged  and  keen, 

Pierced  deep  her  heart  and  made  the  fountains  flow ; 

The  heart  she  deemed  a  love-toy  long  outworn, 

No  more  to  thrill  with  rapture  or  alarm  ; 

And  there  she  sat  all  darkened  and  forlorn, 

With  the  gold  bracelet  glittering  on  her  arm. 
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And  far  beyond  the  hoar  frost  and  the  snows, 
And  the  long  stretch  of  mountain,  moor  and  burn, 
The  pageantry  of  shaking  phantoms  rose 
From  Time's  dark  caverns  cold  and  taciturn  ; 
She  saw  the  martyr  and  the  victim  creep. 
And  the  slow  spectres  vanish  one  by  one 
Over  the  far  horizon  dim  and  deep. 
As  in  the  bath  of  twilight  sinks  the  sun. 

And  in  the  shadow  with  her  eyes  aflame 

Beside  the  hearth  in  gloomy  reverie 

The  Abbess  solved  the  secret  of  his  fame, 

Or  fancied  so,  and  said  triumphantly, 

*'  I  see  how  thy  sweet  Muse  doth  brood  and  stir, 

Thy  ways  are  not  so  subtle  as  they  seem  ; 

For  thou  dost  take  some  world-remembrancer, 

Some  jewelled  ring,  or  bangle  for  thy  theme." 

Then  he,  **  Most  holy  lady,  wherefore  strain 

Thy  bounty  to  assume  such  high  design 

And  wit  and  skill  to  follow  Fancy's  train. 

And  Beauty  scourge  with  whips  that  are  not  mine  I 

All  are  but  phantoms  in  the  mystic  light 

Of  reverie  and  dream  ;  from  birth  to  grave. 

Error  and  crime  phantastical  and  bright 

My  servants  are  ;  but  I  am  Beauty's  slave  I  " 

*'  Whoe'er  thou  art,  O  minstrel,  tempest  blown 

O'er  alien  deserts  like  a  rifted  leaf. 

Thy  heart  is  vibrant  with  all  passions  known. 

And  thou  hast  fed  on  Hope  and  tasted  grief." 

Then  Sister  Beatrice  in  haste  arose 

And  filled  the  goblet  with  the  ruddy  wine 

And  murmured  sweetly,  "  Even  as  nectar  flows. 

So  may  this  burgeon  into  song  divine  I  " 
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Ah  me,  what  phantom  shapes  flit  through  the  brain. 
What  memories,  hke  long  hid  odours  rise 
When  some  old  vintage  comes  to  light  again 
Tinged  with  the  fires  of  other,  fiercer  skies  1 
And  he,  *'  O  thou  sweet  poison  work  and  reign 
In  this  thy  faery  palace  of  the  night, 
As  the  bright  Sun-god  o'er  the  ripening  grain  I  " 
And  then  he  sang.  The  Sphinx  in  garments  white. 
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THE    SPHINX    IN    GARMENTS    WHITE 
A  Ballad 

A  gallant  knight 

In  armour  bright 
Set  out  at  Love's  commnnd 

At  break  of  day 

On  charger  gray 
In  quest  of  Fairyland. 

Through  fire  and  flood 

And  gloomy  wood 
And  windy  moor's  expanse 

He  journeyed  fast 

Until  he  passed 
The  border  of  Romance. 

Bright  birds  sang  there 

Of  plumage  rare 
In  aromatic  bowers, 

And  all  about 

Did  bloom  and  sprout 
The  perfume-breathing  flowers 

And  love,  that  gold 

Ne'er  bought  or  sold 
The  sun  on  earth  bestows, 

And  where  he  kissed 

In  bridal  tryst 
Implanted  there  a  rose. 
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And  zephyrs  sweet 

With  tender  feet 
Whispered  their  love-dreams  there, 

And  fillets  made 

In  hosky  glade 
Of  the  wild  forest's  hair. 

At  high  noon-day 

Beside  the  way 
He  met  an  ancient  sage, 

Where  willows  sleep 

And  fountains  weep 
Before  the  hermitage. 

"  O  Sage,'*  said  he, 

"  Gan'st  thou  tell  me 
If  this  be  Faeryland  ? 

And  where  dwells  she 

The  fair  Lady 
I  seek  by  Love's  command  ?  " 

**  Thou  now  dost  ride,*' 

The  Sage  replied, 
*'  Through  Faery-land,  brave  knight ; 

But  O  beware 

That  traitress  fair. 
The  Sphinx  in  garments  white  1  " 

'*  And  does  she  dwell 

In  fane  or  cell. 
Or  palace  fair  to  see. 

Unloved,  alone, 

Unsought,  unknown  ? 
Must  long  my  journey  be  ?  '* 

"  Where  tall  and  calm 

Rocks  yonder  palm. 
She  stands  before  the  shrine  ; 

And  great  and  small, 

Takes  off  rings  all. 
And  lo,  she  waits  for  thine  I  *' 
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Thereat  the  knight 

In   armour   bright 
Rode  on  with  heart  aflame  : 

Whilst  on  his  ear 

Rang  loud  and  clear, 
"  Beware  the  Sphinx's  fame  I  " 

When  late  at  noon 

Soft  voices  croon, 
And  the  horizon  glows  • 

With  fire  of  gold 

On  tarn  and  wold, 
And  flowers  their  petals  close, 

Beside  the  road 

An  altar  glowed. 
And  in  the  elfish  Hght, 

A  vestal  fair 

Was  standing  there — 
The  Sphinx  in  garments  white. 

"  O  knight  so  brave, 

What  boon  dost  crave  ? 
Why  hast  thou  journeyed  far  ? 

What  vague  unrest 

Lurks  in  thy  breast  ? 
What  wounds  dost  bear,  what  scar  ? 

"  I  bear,"  quoth  he, 

"  From  far  country 
Where  mortals  weep  and  toil, 

My  love's  pure  streams, 

My  life's  rich  dreams. 
And  all  Time's  treasured  spoil.*' 

**  Wilt  thou  love  me. 

Who  am  to  thee 
But  a  sweet  dream  in  stone  ?  " 

'*  The  hour  is  rare, 

And  thou  art  fair, 
I  love  but  thee  alone." 
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"  And  what  wilt  gain  ? 

What  bliss,  what  pain 
Fantastic  or  divine  ? 

And  wilt  thou  dare 

This  glove  to  wear  ? 
Then  pledge  me  deep  in  wine." 

"  O  promise  me, 

My  dear  lady. 
That  some  day  you'll  be  mine  ; 

And  I  will  wear 

Through  foul  and  fair 
This  perfumed  glove  of  thine/' 

The  wine  he  drank ; 

And  lo,  a  lank 
Tall  form  in  silhouette, 

With  hood  and  shroud, 

Leered  in  a  cloud 
Of  musk  and  mignonette. 

O  Beauty  rare  I 
i  Thou  demon  fair 

Who  in  Love's  feasts  has  flared, 

Thy  glances  keen 

Have  daggers  been, 
Thou  ne'er  hast  high  souls  spared. 

Thy  banners  wave 

Above  the  grave, 
And  float  in  halls  of  fame  ; 

Thy  odorous  breath 

Lures  on  to  death, 
And  leaves  them  but  a  name. 

'"  When  softly  fell 

The  mystic  spell 
Of  twilight,  still  and  deep, 
Death  came  to  him 
Amid  the  dim 
Dark  ritual  of  sleep. 


FLOWERS    OF    IMAGINATION  '     85 

And  round  him  rolled 

The  vapours  cold  ; 
The  altar  fire  waxed  pale  ; 

And  his  Life's  Star 

Beckoned   afar 
Behind  the  mortal  veil. 

The  dew  malign 

Fell  on  the  shrine 
When  rose  the  spectral  knight, 

To  win  fresh  scars 

Beyond  the  stars, 
For  the  Sphinx  in  garments  white. 
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SISTER    BEATRICE 

What  time  from  heart  to  heart  deep  passion  flows 

In  the  mysterious  ministry  of  song, 

The  porous  soul  in  langourous  repose 

Inhales  the  healing  odours  borne  along 

On  the  full  tide  of  moving  melody, 

That  like  a  wind  from  some  fair  gardenside, 

Rich,  odour-freighted,  breathes  a  tender  plea. 

So  near  is  music  to  Perfume  allied. 

And  would  that  both,  like  two  perennial  streams 
Margined  the  course  of  Love  ;  that  some  kind  Fate 
Would  wreathe  about  our  life  Hope's  starry  beams 
Nor  ever  leave  us  lorn  and  desolate  1 
Alas  that  Pleasure  should  be  yoked  to  Grief ; 
That  Music,  Perfume,  both  should  die  away  I 
For  all  our  dreams,  though  beautiful,  are  brief 
As  gorgeous  rainbows  on  a  summer  day. 

The  pagan  portraiture  of  faery  land 
With  its  Sabean  splendours  of  romance. 
And  Beauty's  vast  mirage  that  lured  and  fanned 
The  lover's  ardency  through  Time  and  Chance, 
Arose  and  vanished  with  the  enchanter's  spell ; 
And  all  the  sisters  sat  like  trembling  palms 
Rocked  by  the  desert  winds,  and  none  dared  tell 
The  bitter  grief  each  wounded  heart  embalms. 

For  even  the  thrilling  sense  of  wonderment 
Survived  the  honied  potency  of  song  ; 
And  pleading  hopes  long  in  seclusion  pent 
Welled  from  each  sister's  bosom  ardent,  strong. 
For  the  heroic  lover,  save  alone 
The  cold  and  haughty  Beatrice,  whose  eyes 
Like  jewels  sparkling  in  a^face  of  stone 
Darted  a  luminous  look  of  wild  surmise. 
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She  was  the  daughter  of  a  noble  house 
That  suffered  in  a  change  of  dynasty  ; 
And  though  a  hundred  knights  paid  her  their  vows 
With  all  the  honoured  arts  of  chivalry 
She  flitted  like  a  fay  from  grove  to  grove, 
And  lured  them  sweetly  ever,  scorning  none  ; 
A  seeming  nymph,  insensible  to  love, 
Flaunting  a  beauty  never  to  be  won. 

But  rumour  on  her  scutcheon  breathed  a  stain 
That  marred  the  whiteness  of  her  virgin  fame. 
The  Prince  beheld  her  in  the  courtly  train 
Of  lovely  damsels,  and  a  tender  flame 
Of  passion  in  his  breast  did  thence  upstart ; 
And  when  the  crown  did  his  fair  temples  ring, 
He  wooed  and  found  sweet  entrance  to  her  heart, 
And  she  became  the  leman  of  the  King. 

And  to  the  court  there  came  a  youthful  knight 
Of  humble  parentage,  but  brave  withal, 
Who  on  his  crest  did  wear  a  lily  white, 
And  famous  was  in  joust  and  carnival  ; 
And  seeing  Beatrice  his  heart  was  caught 
In  Passion's  toils,  and  o'er  Love's  perilous  seas 
He  boldly  steered,  as  fabled  Jason  sought 
The  golden  fleece  in  the  Hesperides. 

And  him  she  flattered  with  her  amorous  eyes 
Till  his  heart  ached  with  Love's  resistless  pain  ; 
Her  glove  replaced  the  lily  ;    no  surmise 
Of  peril  dawned  in  Beauty's  halcyon  reign. 
Beauty  that  was  the  King's  ;    but  on  a  night 
Of  vanished  stars  within  the  orchard  gloom 
An  envious  arrow  pierced  his  corselet  bright. 
And  at  her  shrine  he  found  unhonoured  doom. 
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And  like  the  smouldering  of  a  far  off  fire 
That  blackened  the  horizon,  Beatrice 
Beheld  her  victim  veiled  in  Song's  attire 
Transfigured  now  to  mortal  Nemesis, 
And  closely  drew  her  hood  about  her  face, 
Lest  its  sad  eloquence  should  voice  her  fears, 
And  felt  the  glove  in  its  warm  hiding  place, 
Now  moist  and  faded  with  the  lapse  of  years. 

And  all  the  horror  of  the  guilty  scene ; 
The  unsuspicious  martyr  at  her  feet. 
The  fiery  flash  of  many  a  rapier  keen. 
That  quickly  made  the  tragedy  complete  ; 
The  bitter  sentence  of  her  lover-king, 
And  the  night  journey  to  the  convent  far  ; 
All  this  arose,  and  like  a  guilty  thing 
She  made  her  hood  a  cloud  that  veiled  a  star. 

The  Abbess,  deep  enamoured  of  the  strain 
Roused  from  her  trance,  and  beckoned  Madeline 
The  minstrel's  empty  chalice  fill  again 
With  the  sweet  fiery  fruitage  of  the  vine  ; 
And  when  the  wily  sister  gave  it  him 
She  whispered,  "  Minstrel,  wilt  thou  sing  for  me  ?  " 
He  bowed  and  drank,  and  in  the  guest  hall  dim 
He  sang,  ''  The  Ballad  of  the  Cornish  Sea." 
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THE    CORNISH    SEA 

A  Ballad 

On  the  rocks  of  Dundagel  all  wet  with  salt  spray, 
Two  sisters  are  roaming  at  breaking  of  day. 

Like  a  lover  the  Sea-wind  each  maiden  caresses, 
And  ruffles  her  garments  and  plays  with  her  tresses. 

On  the  verge  of  the  water  they  halt  side  by  side, 
And  their  faces  are  wet  with  the  foam  of  the  tide. 

"  O  wherefore  my  sister  didst  thou  bring  me  here  ? 
What  secret  would'st  tell  me,  what  mystery  dear  ?  " 

"  My  heart  it  doth  shudder  with  love  and  delight. 
Since  my  lover  appeared  in  the  Candlemas  rite  I  " 

"  And  who  is  thy  lover,  dear  sister  ?  *'  said  she  ; 

"  And  when  will  he  wed  thee,  I  pray  thee  tell  me  ?  '* 

"  My  lover's  the  coastguard  who  lives  in  Mounts  Bay, 
And  here  in  Dundagel  he'll  wed  me  to-day  I  " 

Then  her  sister's  face  paled  as  the  moon  on  the  wane. 
For  her  heart  was  sore  wrackt  with  a  poisonous  pain. 

"  What  sign  has  he  given  thee,  sister,  what  token  ? 
What  amorous  guerdon,  what  word  has  he  spoken  ?  '* 

"  Last  night  in  a  vision  he  sat  by  my  side 

And  whispered,  To-morrow  thou  shalt  be  my  bride." 
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"  As  God  liveth,  traitress,  it  ne'er  shall  be  so  I  '* 
Then  her  sister  she  hurled  in  the  water  below. 

She  watched  her  fast  sinking  within  the  cold  brine, 
And  proudly  she  shouted,  *'  The  coastguard  is  mine  I  '* 

And  her  sister  was  clasped  'neath  the  clear  rolling 

waves 
In  the  arms  of  the  monster  of  Dundagel's  caves. 

*'  Thy  bed  curtain,  sister,  is  now  the  white  billow. 
The  monster  thy  bridegroom,   the  gray  sand  thy 
pillow  I 

"  May  God  give  thee  joy  in  thy  bridal  so  still  !  " 
And  she  turned  to  her  home  on  the  slope  of  the  hill. 

**  O,  where  is  thy  sister  ?  "  the  fond  father  cried, 
*'  My  daughter,  my  darling,  my  joy  and  my  pride  I  ** 

"  A  wind  swept  her  over  the  boulder,"  said  she ; 
**  And  she  lies  fast  asleep  on  the  bed  of  the  sea  I  '* 

"  Ah,  say  not  so,  daughter,  for  this  is  the  day 

She  must  wed  the  coastguard  who  lives  in  Mounts 

Bay  I  " 

"  She  has  wedded  the  monster  of  Dundagel's  caves. 
And  she  sleeps  in  his  arms  'neath  the  blue  rolling 
waves  I  " 

The  father  he  shouted,  grew  frantic  and  wild  ; 
*'  O  where  is  the  hero  to  rescue  my  child  ?  " 

Then  up  spake  the  coastguard,  "  That  hero  am  I, 
To  rescue  thy  daughter,  my  loved  one,  or  die  !  " 

**  Beware,"  said  the  maiden,  "  the  treacherous  sea. 
And  the  many-limbed  monster  that  lurks  there  for 
thee  I  " 
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*'  I  fear  not  the  monster,  I  fear  not  the  tide  ; 
My  darling  I'll  rescue,  or  sleep  at  her  side  !  *' 

And  they  fared  in  hot  haste  to  the  Dundagel  caves, 
Where  the  maiden  lay  sleeping  beneath  the  cold 
waves. 

And  the  coastguard  he  plunged  with  a  lightning  hiss 
In  the  foam-crested  depths  of  the  ocean  abyss  ; 

And  lo,  from  a  cavern  long  arms  darted  out 

Like  grey  slimy  serpents  ;  they  wreathed  him  about 

And  palsied  his  limbs  with  the  slow  swoon  of  death, 
And  he  sank  like  a  stricken  deer  gasping  for  breath. 

And  he  sleeps  with  his  bride  on  the  still  ocean  bed, 
Till  the  last  trump  shall  sound,  and  the  sea  yield  its 
dead. 

For  bridal  song  theirs  is  the  dirge  of  the  waves, 
Their  watch-guard,  the  monster  of  DundageFs  caves. 

The  father  still  lingers  beside  the  salt  sea  ; 
The  sister's  a  nun  in  the  north  country. 
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SISTER    MADELINE 

His  voice  was  hushed,  and  with  it  passed  away 
The  forms  that  flitted  in  the  ballad  song  ; 
And  while  his  lissome  fingers  still  did  stray, 
As  loth  to  leave,  the  tremulous  chords  among, 
They  caught  the  murmur  of  the  breezes  blown 
Along  the  stretch  of  Cornwall's  rugged  shore, 
And  the  wild  billow's  diapason  tone 
That  through  its  gloomy  chasms  rock  and  roar. 

As  in  the  spiral  depths  of  some  bright  shell 
That  straying  on  the  coastline  we  have  found 
We  hear  faint  echoes  from  the  invisible 
Of  unknown  winds  and  seas  that  break  and  bound 
Or  as  the  intruding  visions  that  invade 
The  realms  of  sleep  in  melancholy  nights. 
So  did  his  minstrelsy  their  thoughts  pervade, 
And  call  to  life  the  ghosts  of  lost  delights. 

For  passion  pulsing  melody  can  bring 

To  light  old  recollections,  sins  and  fears  ; 

And  vitalizing  memory  can  wring 

The  harmony  and  discord  from  past  years  ; 

And  when  the  heart  is  touched  with  tingling  pain 

Of  joy  or  sorrow  in  its  native  zone. 

The  voices  long  since  dumb  are  heard  again 

In  laughter,  frenzy,  shriek  and  dying  moan. 

In  gloomy  beauty  pondered  Madeline, 
And  on  her  visage  the  pale  candle-flame 
Revealed  as  'twere  a  palimpsest  malign, 
Whereunder  thin  veneer  of  tingling  shame 
That  streaked  her  features  struggling  to  beguile 
With  the  last  remnants  of  her  maiden  charms, 
Glowered  a  baffled  Fawn's  exotic  smile. 
As  she  the  accuser  faced,  void  of  alarms. 
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And  there  were  daggers  gleaming  in  her  eyes, 
Those  burning  caverns  lit  with  mortal  sin  ; 
And  underneath  her  beauty's  sombre  guise 
Revenge,  a  sateless  spectre  lurked  within. 
And  darkly  ambushed  poised  those  weapons  bright, 
Ready  to  pierce  with  more  than  mortal  force 
The  heart  of  that  strange  pilgrim  of  the  night, 
And  cancel  or  suppress  the  old  Remorse. 

And  every  ballad  that  the  minstrel  sung 
Roused  from  its  lair  a  mortal  enemy  ; 
For  though  his  Muse  their  fulsome  flatteries  wrung 
They  inly  cursed  the  art  of  minstrelsy, 
Since  he  disturbed  their  life  of  calm  repose 
With  many  a  sheeted  ghost  and  spectre  pale, 
And  Love  did  wreathe  with  briars  as  a  rose 
And  generous  hearts  with  guilty  fears  assail. 

For  in  that  stillness  where  had  been  no  sound, 
That  holy  refuge  where  no  sound  should  be, 
The  minstrel's  harp  and  voice  with  skill  profound 
Aroused  the  roaring  winds  and  tumbling  sea ; 
And  from  each  heart  that  like  a  casket  hides 
The  perfume  and  the  poison  of  the  past  years. 
He  broadcast  flung  upon  the  ruthless  tides 
Their  cosmic  tremours  and  their  chasmed  fears. 

And  the  inexplicable  Madeline, 

The  lovely  target  of  the  minstrel's  dart 

Without  betraying  by  a  look  or  sign 

Those  tyrant  eyes  of  flame  that  pierced  her  heart 

Like  a  frail  Pleiad  in  her  beauty  rose 

And  filled  the  beaker  with  the  vintage  old 

And  murmured,  "  Bard,  thy  song  as  nectar  flows. 

And  lo,  I  pledge  thee  in  this  cup  of  gold  I  " 
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And  sipping  lightly,  with  voluptuous  grace 
Resumed  her  seat  with  an  unfathomed  smile 
Like  some  transcendent  star  of  crime,  whose  face 
And  posture  all  beholders  did  beguile  ; 
And  every  trace  of  dark  suspicion  fled, 
As  wintry  clouds  before  the  fire  of  Spring. 
Then  thus  the  Abbess,  "  Are  thine  arrows  sped  ? 
The  hour  is  late,  and  Night  is  on  the  wing." 

Then  he,  "  Most  reverend  Mother,  I  submit 
To  you  and  to  this  holy  sisterhood  ; 
Command  your  servant  as  it  seemeth  fit, 
And  I  will  hold  your  service  wise  and  good  !  *' 
Then  Sister  Agatha  in  haste  up  sprung 
And  claimed  her  tribute  from  the  singer  rare 
Who  deftly  twanged  his  harp  and  sweetly  sung 
**  The  City  Syren  with  the  russet  hair  !  " 
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THE    SYREN 

A  Ballad 

Amid  the  glare  and  glamour  of  the  street 
A  hooded  beauty  scans  the  passers-by, 
Nor  heeds  the  stalwart  bell-man  on  his  beat 
With  lantern-light,  nor  sturdy  watchman's  cry  ; 
And  on  her  breast  she  wears  a  lily  fair, 
The  City  Syren  with  the  russet  hair. 

Beneath  the  porticoes  of  marble  halls, 
Or  in  some  vast  cathedral's  buttressed  shade, 
Or  figured  bronze  whereon  the  moonlight  falls 
Or  in  some  darkened  archway  long  decayed 
She  hides  and  lingers  as  the  slow  hours  chime 
And  lordly  Lust  stalks  through  the  night  of  crime. 

And  one  by  one  the  city  lights  grow  dim. 

And  hushed  are  sounds  of  laughter,  mirth  and  song. 

Of  moonlight  serenade  and  vesper  hymn, 

Save  where  the  'prentice  bands  do  nightly  throng 

The  unwary  watch  in  some  foul  trough  to  souse, 

Or  in  dark  alley's  hostel  to  carouse. 

And  lo,  a  youth  of  understanding  void 
Unschooled  in  evil  chanced  to  pass  her  way  ; 
A  new  fledged  squire  by  billet-doux  decoyed, 
Dropped  in  his  chamber  ere  the  fall  of  day  ; 
And  him  she  challenged  with  a  subtle  sigh 
And  said,  "  She  whom  thou  seekest,  sweet,  am  I  I 

"  These  many  days  I've  sought  for  thee  in  vain, 
And  in  the  silent  watches  of  the  night 
I've  nursed  for  thee  Love's  hunger  and  its  pain. 
And  on  my  breast  have  worn  this  lily  white  ; 
Fit  emblem  of  this  passionate  soul  of  mine, 
And  lo,  to-night  and  ever,  I  am  thine. 
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"  As  earliest  herbs  the  rarest  perfume  yield, 

And  Spring's  first  violet  breathes  the  richest  scent ; 

As  April's  sun  makes  glad  the  quickening  field, 

So  sweet  is  the  first  whisper  of  consent ; 

I've  built  for  thee  a  palace  of  delight. 

Come,  let  us  take  our  fill  of  love  to-night  I 

**  To-day  I've  paid  my  vows  before  the  shrine, 

And  my  unsullied  love  I  offer  thee  ; 

My  table  groans  with  venison  and  wine. 

My  couch  is  spread  with  woven  tapestry 

And  gossamer  from  Oriental  looms  ; 

My  chamber  reeks  with  India's  rare  perfumes  ! 

"'  There  will  we  feast  and  sleep  and  dream  alone, 
Where  music  murmurs  like  a  far-off  sea, 
Cradled  in  burning  kisses,  tempest  blown 
About  the  shores  of  Love's  infinity  ; 
And  thou  shalt  rise  refreshed  as  one  new  born. 
When  through  our  lattice  streams  the  golden  morn." 

With  much  fair  speech  and  flattering  of  her  lips. 
And  the  soft  glancings  of  her  passionate  eyes. 
The  thrilling  pressure  of  her  finger-tips 
Upon  his  humid  palms,  her  langourous  sighs 
And  love-provoking  smiles,  this  Syren  fair 
Her  wavering  love-sick  victim  doth  ensnare. 

And  hand  in  hand  she  leadeth  him  away 

With  flaunting  gestures  and  high-stepping  grace 

To  where  the  human  jackals  glut  and  slay, 

Through  the  dark  alley  in  a  stealthy  pace. 

As  a  young  lamb  unto  the  butcher's  knife 

That  knows  not  'tis  the  snare  for  blood  and  life. 

Full  soon  they  reach  her  lair  ;  the  door  ajar 
They  cross  the  threshold,  scale  the  winding  stair 
With  veins  afire,  and  lust  for  guiding  star  ; 
But  he,  alas,  knew  not  the  dead  were  there 
Till  on  his  ears  lascivious  fanfares  fell. 
Like  shrieks  of  laughter  far  away  in  hell. 
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And  as  his  heart  declined  unto  her  ways, 
And  senses  feasted  on  her  limb's  delight, 
Lust's  arrow  keen  that  ne'er  at  random  strays 
His  very  vitals  pierced  with  mortal  might 
Within  her  boudoir  that  to  Sheol  led, 
Sure  passage  through  the  chambers  of  the  dead. 

For  many  men  were  wounded  there  and  slain  ; 
Her  corridors  long  swarmed  with  gallant  hosts 
Of  lords  and  cavaliers  who  sought  to  gain 
Her  fatal  favour,  and  their  pallid  ghosts 
Passed  to  and  fro  with  many  a  glacial  smile, 
Like  demons  guarding  some  accursed  isle. 

And. there  were  gossipings  and  rumours  blown 
Throughout  the  city  of  her  lust's  red  stain, 
That  troubled  the  chaste  king  upon  his  throne 
Who  banished  her  with  shame  from  his  domain  ; 
To  a  far  convent  where  she  dwells  within, 
Far  from  the  pageantry  of  mortal  sin. 
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SISTER    AGATHA 

Long  disciplined  in  penitence  and  prayer 
The  sisters  cowered  'neath  the  unholy  spell 
Of  his  accusing  numbers,  for  the  air 
Was  redolent  of  sin,  and  on  them  fell 
Amazement,  shame,  despairs  and  fluttering  fears. 
As  old-time  shapes  arose  far  off  and  dim 
With  faces  whitened  with  the  salt  of  tears, 
And  lewd  refrains  of  many  a  Bacchic  hymn. 

And  the  good  Abbess  shrouded  in  her  veil 

Sat  like  a  spectre  in  the  lamplight  glare, 

As  the  swart  minstrel  did  in  turn  assail 

The  sisterhood  who  claimed  her  love  and  care  ; 

And  like  a  noble  ship  with  rudder  lost 

She  drifted,  shuddering  o'er  neurotic  seas, 

Scourged  with  lascivious  gales  and  tempest  tossed. 

The  helpless  sport  of  cruel  surge  and  breeze. 

The  racking  doubt,  the  fatal  impotence 

To  grasp  and  to  decide  'twixt  Duty's  call 

To  keep  her  convent  pure,  and  the  high  sense 

Of  sovereign  Charity  that's  due  to  all 

Baffled  her  wits,  for  she  had  pledged  her  word 

The  bard  to  shelter  for  the  love  of  God  ; 

One,  whom  perchance  no  sin  or  spite  had  stirred, 

Deserving  pity,  not  the  chastening  rod. 

And  Sister  Agatha  sat  in  her  chair 
Whilst  a  Fawn's  impudence  lit  up  her  face  ; 
And  through  her  waving  folds  of  russet  hair 
There  glowed  the  courtesan's  provoking  grace, 
Whose  lips  like  luscious  fruit  arouse  desire 
For  love's  insidious  poison,  and  whose  breath 
Like  odours  from  some  pagan  censer  fire 
Its  votary  steeps  in  the  slow  swoon  of  death. 
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And  all  her  erstwhile  passion  like  a  flood 
In  tyrant  overflow  began  to  stream 
And  palpitate  ;    and  her  new  kindled  blood 
Surged  to  her  face,  and  her  dark  eyes  did  gleam 
Like  torches  in  a  cavern  dark  and  deep 
With  all  their  savage  and  voluptuous  light, 
And  langourous  smiles  that  cradle  fears  to  sleep 
Lit  her  wan  features  with  a  strange  delight. 

O  that  such  lips  should  be  for  tempting  made, 
That  shame  should  stain  the  marble  of  her  skin  I 
O  that  such  eyes  in  ruins  long  decayed 
Should  flare  with  passion,  paramour  of  sin  I 
O  that  such  beauty  should  infect  again, 
After  the  holy  vows  to  God  were  said  ; 
That  the  magnificence  of  flesh  should  reign, 
Though  briefly,  in  the  chambers  of  the  dead  I 

Meanwhile  the  reverend  Mother  raised  her  eyes 
And  to  the  minstrel  said,  "  O  bard  forlorn, 
In  what  strange  land,  under  what  fiery  skies, 
In  what  mirage  of  evil  wert  thou  born 
That  thou  dost  clasp  the  Muse  as  a  vile  thing 
That  stands  accursed  upon  the  public  way  ? 
Through  all  thy  numbers  darts  the  serpent's  sting 
That  lurks  in  ambush  but  to  wound  and  slay/' 

Then  he,  as  one  detected  in  a  crime 

And  brought  to  task,  most  humbly  made  reply ; 

*'  I  do  but  voice  the  temper  of  the  time 

And  sketch  the  world's  weird  phantoms  passing  by  ; 

For  Poesy  is  like  the  Summer  sun 

That  draws  infection  from  the  putrid  soil, 

But  smiles  on  flowers  and  streams  that  leap  and  run. 

And  from  the  palm  distils  the  holy  oil. 
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"  And  if  my  voice  and  harp  have  overstrained 
The  dark  corrupted  pageantry  of  sin  ; 
If  my  cold  portraiture  of  Hfe  has  pained 
Your  pious  hearts,  and  I  have  brought  within 
These  hallowed  halls  vague  rumours  that  disturb 
The  immaculate  idyll  of  your  saintly  dreams, 
No  more  shall  voice  of  mine  in  song  acerb 
Assail  your  ears  with  Lust's  pavilioned  gleams." 

The  Abbess  answered,  ''  Bard,  thy  penance  be 
To  clear  the  atmosphere  of  shame  and  wrong 
That  clouds  thy  sin-blanched  wastes  of  land  and  sea 
With  one  clear  strain  of  sweet  innocuous  song." 
And  sister  Angelina,  youngest  there 
With  eyes  of  innocence  and  heart  full  sore, 
Re-filled  his  goblet  with  embarrassed  air. 
With  that  he  sang,  "  And  shall  we  love  no  more  ?  '* 
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AND    SHALL    WE    LOVE    NO    MORE 

A  Ballad 

Proem 

Ne'er  dawned  a  day  auspicious, 
Ne'er  fled  night  earth  forsaking, 
But  in  a  hut  or  palace 
Some  heart  was  sad  of  breaking  ! 

Ne'er  billow  lipped  the  shoreland 
What  time  it  lay  a-sleeping, 
But  in  a  cot  or  castle 
Some  eyes  were  wet  with  weeping  I 

Spring,  on  the  heels  of  Winter 
Ne'er  flecked  the  fields  with  roses, 
But  some  we  loved,  and  loved  us, 
Have  faced  their  exits,  closes  I 

Weeds  flourish  in  Life's  garden 
With  flowers  we  plant  and  treasure  ; 
And  from  the  grain  we  scatter. 
We  harvest  pain  and  pleasure  I 
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Fytte  1. 

The  baron  left  his  chamber ; 
Full  sad  at  heart  was  he  ; 
He  called  his  noble  kinsmen 
To  his  castle  by  the  sea. 

When  in  the  hall  assembled 
Around  the  table  spread 
With  harvest  cheer  and  vintage, 
The  old  man  rose  and  said, 

"  Last  night  as  I  lay  dreaming 
Of  the  birth  and  death  of  kings 
Methought  I  heard  a  whisper 
Of  strange  unheard-of  things. 

"  A  lady  stood  beside  me 
And  placed  her  tender  hand 
Upon  my  brow,  and  bade  me 
Give  heed  to  her  command  ; 

"  Arise  I  '*  said  she,  "  O  baron 
Ere  he  who  bears  the  keys 
Of  life  and  fate  command  thee 
Fare  forth  o'er  Death's  cold  seas  ! 

"  There  is  a  secret  fountain 
In  the  islands  of  the  sea. 
And  whoso  drinks  its  water 
Renewed  in  youth  shall  be  I  " 

Then  I,  "  Alas,  O  Lady, 
I  am  so  feeble,  old. 
This  quest  I  dare  not  venture 
For  galleons  filled  with  gold  I  " 
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'*  Thou  hast  a  lovely  daughter, 
And  kinsmen  brave  and  true  ; 
Pledge  her  to  him  for  guerdon 
Who  brings  the  boon  to  you  I  '* 

And  there  within  the  guest-hall 
His  dream  they  pondered  well. 
Served  by  their  gracious  hostess 
The  bonny  Glaribel. 

To  her  were  all  eyes  turning 
For  her  rare  beauty's  sake, 
When  rose  a  knight  and  answered, 
*'  Lo,  I  will  undertake 

*'  This  perilous   achievement, 
And  brave  the  surge  and  breeze 
In  quest  of  that  famed  fountain 
In  the  islands  of  the  seas. 

"  For  love  of  her  I'll  venture 
Death's  cruel  scorn  and  scars. 
Since  earth  has  not  her  equal 
Nor  heaven  with  all  its  stars  I  " 

"  Then  take  this  golden  goblet," 
The  aged  baron  cried, 
"  And  if  thou  bringst  the  water 
My  child  shall  be  thy  bride. 

"  And  though  the  joy  and  rapture 
Of  youth  be  mine  again 
With  all  its  sweets  of  passion 
And  all  its  throes  of  pain, 

"  I'll  make  thee  lord  and  master 
Of  my  lands  and  titles  old. 
Save  this  storm-beaten  castle 
And  yon  bright  cup  of  gold  I  '* 


104  FLOWERS    OF    IMAGINATION 

Then  spake  the  youth  so  daring 
To  lovely  Glaribel, 
*'  Lady,  thou  art  my  lode  star  I 
Till  I  return,  farewell  I " 

And  she,  so  gentle,  comely, 
Blushed  to  her  finger  tips  ; 
He  took  her  hand  all  trembling 
And  pressed  it  to  his  lips. 

Whereon  she  softly  answered, 
"  My  love  I  pledge  to  thee. 
And  I  will  keep  true  vigils 
Till  thou  return'st  to  me." 

Fytte  2. 
Now  when  the  feast  was  over 
The  knight  he  hoisted  sail 
And  crossed  the  wind-kissed  harbour 
Bathed  in  the  purple  veil 

Of  the  rich  evening  twilight ; 
While  from  the  castle's  keep 
The  maiden  watched  his  mast-tops 
Fade  in  the  distant  deep. 

And  westward  sailed  her  lover 
Through  the  golden  gates  of  light, 
Till  round  him  fell  the  darkness 
And  mystery  of  Night. 

And  he  sailed  o'er  seas  abysmal, 
Vast  ocean-wastes  unknown, 
By  gentle  breezes  cradled 
Or  driven  tempest  blown. 

And  the  days  passed  by  unheeded, 
And  the  months  he  reckoned  not, 
For  the  love  he  bore  the  maiden 
And  the  wondrous  boon  he  sought ; 
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Till  he  touched  the  Western  islands, 
Explored  them  one  by  one, 
'Neath  the  moonlight  and  the  starlight, 
And  the  scorching  tropic  sun  ; 

And  he  found  the  sacred  fountain 
In  a  vale  dark-foliaged  o'er, 
And  he  filled  the  golden  goblet. 
And  sailed  for  his  native  shore. 

Fytte  3. 
And  day  by  day  the  banners 
Waved  o'er  the  castle  height. 
And  o'er  the  harbour  waters 
The  beacon  flared  at  night. 

The  father  and  the  daughter 
Kept  vigil  there  in  turn. 
To  guide  the  knight  so  daring, 
And  welcome  his  return. 

Till  the  old  man  waxed  feeble, 
And  Death  with  fingers  cold 
Touched  him  upon  the  forehead 
In  the  twilight  flecked  with  gold. 

Then  called  he  all  his  kinsmen 
Where  his  chamber  faced  the  shore 
And  said  in  tones  of  anguish 
*'  My  dream  of  youth  is  o'er ; 

'*  For  Death  is  through  me  stealing. 
And  I  shall  die  to-night. 
Nor  ever  taste  the  water, 
Nor  see  the  morning  light ; 

*'  A  Circe  guards  the  fountain 
With  jealous  sorceries  ; 
And  he  who  bore  the  goblet 
Is  lost  in  the  Western  seas. 
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"  I  charge  you,  O  my  daughter, 
My  darling  Claribel, 
Set  out  for  the  North-land  convent, 
And  ever  there  to  dwell  I 

"  And  now,  farewell,  my  kinsmen, 
The  Shadow's  at  the  door, 
And  you  my  darling  daughter 
Farewell,  for  evermore  I  " 

So  passed  the  aged  baron 
As  all  must  pass  away, 
And  Claribel  rode  northward 
Alone  at  break  of  day. 

Fytte  4. 
And  the  knight  of  soul  undaunted 
With  sail  and  doughty  oar 
Bore  eastward  through  the  billows, 
Till  he  neared  his  native  shore. 

But  he  saw  no  banners  waving 
At  eve  from  the  castle  height ; 
Nor  in  the  night's  dark  watches 
The  welcome  beacon  light. 

Then  he  thought  of  the  old  man  feeble. 

The  flight  of  months  and  years. 

In  quest  of  the  magic  water, 

Till  his  soul  was  wrackt  with  fears 

And  thoughts  of  life  uncertain. 
Of  mortal  change  and  fate, 
Of  hearts  and  loves  inconstant. 
Of  vows  fulfilled  too  late  ? 

And  the  goal  of  all  things  mortal, 
Till  dawned  the  morning  grey. 
And  the  castle  frowned  before  him 
Where  he  at  anchor  lay. 
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And  with  heart  brim-full  of  sorrow 
He  ran  his  trim-built  skiff 
To  her  moorage  in  the  basin 
'Neath  the  frowning  granite  cliff  ; 

And  there  met  him  on  the  hillside 
Fishers  he  knew  right  well, 
Who  told  him  all  the  story 
Of  his  loved  Claribel ; 

And  of  the  weary  vigils 
She  on  the  turret  kept  ; 
\nd  of  the  aged  baron 
Who  with  his  fathers  slept. 

And  all  was  as  a  vision 
That  fades  with  night  away  ; 
A  memory  that  saddens 
The  slow  paced  hours  of  day. 

And  still  the  knight  is  wandering, 
As  babbling  gossips  tell, 
Bearing  the  holy  goblet 
In  quest  of  Claribel, 

In  the  guise  of  humble  minstrel 
The  upland  hills  among  ; 
For  true  love  bideth  ever, 
Else,  what  were  life  and  song  ? 

A  harpist  he,   unequalled 
And  wondrous  deep  in  lore  ; 
By  this  refrain  all  know  him, 
*'  And  shall  we  love  no  more  ?  '* 
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SISTER    ANGELINA 

He  ended,  and  a  sweetness  filled  the  place 
Where  dark  Suspicion  reigned  and  potent  Sneer  ; 
And  a  strange  peace  was  mirrored  on  each  face 
That  erstwhile  told  the  tale  of  shame  and  fear  ; 
As  when  the  stars  peep  through  the  rifted  skies 
Amid  the  awful  pauses  of  the  storm  ; 
Or  on  the  heels  of  Winter  odours  rise 
From  Earth  embraced  with  Spring  in  passion  warm. 

And  the  good  Abbess  from  her  seat  arose 

As  some  high  Sybil  of  an  elder  age 

And  to  the  minstrel  murmured,  *'  Ah,  who  knows 

By  what  strange  skill  thou  dids't  our  hearts  assuage  ? 

Though  racked  with  doubt  I  cannot  but  admire 

Thy  art's  complacency  to  my  behest  I 

Thy  hand,  O  bard  of  passion  and  desire  1 

The  hour  is  late,  good-night  1     Deep  be  thy  rest  I  " 

The  sisters  rose,  and  Angelina  fair 

With  snow-pure  garments  rustling  round  her  feet 

In  twilight  pace  moved  to  the  minstrel's  chair 

Whereon  he  sat,  and  said  in  accents  sweet, 

"  And  didst  thou  brave  the  strange  and  perilous  seas 

For  love  of  her  through  those  dishonoured  years  ; 

And  pioneer  those  islands  to  appease 

A  dream-wrought  phantasy  mid  hopes  and  fears  ?  " 

The  minstrel  paused  and  gazed  around  the  room  ; 

He  watched  the  sisters  one  by  one  depart 

Like  fading  shadows  through  the  convent  gloom, 

And  then  he  spake,  "  O  idol  of  my  heart. 

My  treasure  and  my  life's  one  star,  behold 

This  magic  pledge  of  my  unchanging  vow  I 

I  bear  the  water  in  this  cup  of  gold 

That  shall  our  youth  renew.     Drink,  here  and  now  I  " 
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And  Angelina  answered,  "  When  I  heard 
And  pondered  o'er  thy  dubious  minstrelsy, 
Methought  a  tempting  demon  in  me  stirred, 
And  my  soul  inly  yearned  to  question  thee, 
Wherefore  within  these  w^alls  dost  wound  and  scorn 
Our  cloistered  hearts,  and  bring  to  light  again 
Wild  memories  and  loves  long  deemed  outworn, 
Ambushed  in  follies  passed,  corrupt  and  vain  ? 

"  But  now  I  know  thou  art  my  hero,  king. 

And  truest,  best  of  men  ;   and  all  that  Fear 

Or  Doubt  or  Shame  that  can  my  bosom  wring 

Grows  dim  before  the  Love  that  flutters  here. 

And  lo,  I  take  the  goblet  from  thy  hand. 

And  I  will  drink  the  potion  with  delight. 

E'en  though  with  subtlest  poison  thou  hast  planned 

That  I  should  own  my  love,  and  die  to-night." 

Then  he,  "  Beloved,  nay,  the  draught  divine 

We  two  must  share  in  equal  ecstasy  ? 

Pledge  me  in  love,  therewith  to  me  resign 

The  cup  that  I  may  drink  in  love  to  thee. 

All  Love's  bright  pearls,  and  Youth  with  all  its  fire 

Are  here  distilled,  and  all  that  might  have  been 

Shall  burgeon  into  beauty  and  desire, 

And  I  will  be  thy  king,  and  thou  my  queen  I  " 
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L'ENVOI 

Whereon  the  lovers  pledged  each  other  there 
And  drained  the  chalice  with  their  hearts  aglow ; 
And  long  imprisoned  beauty  ripe  and  rare 
Transformed  the  maiden,  purer  than  the  snow  ; 
Whilst  through  the  swarthy  minstrel's  pulsing  veins 
Flowed  blood  rejuvenescent,  undefiled  ; 
And  they  forgot  their  bitter  woes  and  pains, 
And  clasped  in  fond  embrace  exultant,  wild. 

Ah,  in  such  moments  when  soft  languors  rise 
From  heart  to  heart  amid  Love's  slumberous  calms. 
When  all  the  soul  is  glancing  through  the  eyes 
And  in  sweet  rapport  thrill  the  clasped  palms  ; 
When  with  the  whisper  of  the  first  consent 
As  lip  meets  lip,  and  heart  to  heart  is  pressed, 
We  reck  not  of  the  bitter  hours  we  spent, 
But  face  the  future  in  each  other  blest  I 

Soft  whispers  of  imperishable  things 

And  the  strange  eloquence  of  luminous  eyes 

Told  their  sweet  tale,  as  when  from  heaven  there  wings 

A  visitant  celestial,  grave  and  wise  ; 

And  with  a  soft  adieu,  like  a  sweet  dream 

The  spell  was  broken  ;    through  the  trailing  light 

The  lovers  mid  the  faery  pomp  and  gleam 

Of  holy  love  retired  for  the  night. 

Within  the  convent  all  was  dark  and  still ; 
Sheeted  within  her  cell  each  sister  sought 
In  warm  repose  to  charm  the  reluctant  will. 
And  in  the  tapestry  of  dreams  were  wrought 
Youth's  dazzling  skeletons,  whose  irony 
Did  mock  and  mar  as  with  a  graveyard  grace 
Her  heart,  so  like  a  hungry  baffled  sea 
That  finds  no  shore  to  break  on  and  embrace. 
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Without,  in  biting  gusts  fast  fell  the  snow 
And  flaked  with  silver  all  the  lattice  bars  ; 
And  striding  southward  did  the  tempest  blow 
The  scudding  clouds  that  veiled  the  blinded  stars  ; 
Whilst  in  the  fitful  slumbers  of  the  night 
The  worthy  abbess  dreamed  a  demon  fell. 
Fair  Angelina  ravished  from  her  sight 
And  bore  her  swiftly  to  the  dales  of  hell. 

At  morn  she  rose  and  called  to  matin  prayer 
The  dream-distracted  sisters  one  by  one  ; 
And  all  save  Angelina  gathered  there 
Around  the  altar  where  the  candles  shone 
"Upon  their  pallid  faces.     "  What  doth  ail 
The  pious  maid  ?     She  ne'er  was  late  before  I 
Go,  bring  her  hither  and  the  minstrel  pale  I  '* 
But  bard  and  sister  saw  they  nevermore. 

O  Love,  imperial  Star  I    monarch  sublime. 
Whilst  human  hearts  with  human  passions  glow 
Thou  art  the  same  in  every  age  and  clime  I 
Ah  me,  that  wild  night  flight  across  the  snow  I 
Found  they  a  home,  or  perished  in  the  blast  ? 
The  chroniclers  are  mute,  no  record  saith. 
The  sisters,  too  I     Alas,  they  all  have  passed 
Long  since  adown  the  dusty  slopes  of  death. 
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A       SONG 

Down  in  the  gully  where  the  creek  rolls  by, 

And  the  fresh  south  winds  through  the  gum  trees  sigh. 

There's  a  homestead  standing  in  a  garden  plot 

Where  violets  bloom,  and  the  roses  rare. 

Nursed  by  a  maiden  than  the  flowers  more  fair 

Whom  my  soul  adores  ;  but  she  knoweth  it  not. 

Oft  in  the  gloaming  when  the  winds  are  still 
I  wander  up  the  slopes  of  the  rugged  hill, 
And  I  hide  me  deftly  in  a  sheltered  grot ; 
Then  I  hear  the  tinkling  of  a  heifer's  bell. 
Watch  the  kine  coming  home  through  the  ti-tree  dell 
At  her  sweet  soft  call ;  but  she  knoweth  it  not. 

There  do  I  linger  through  the  slow-paced  night 

While  the  pale  stars  gleam  and  the  moon  shines  bright 

And  the  odours  sweetly  enfold  the  spot ; 

And  I  watch  her  shadow  go  flitting  by 

In  her  window-gloom  and  a  soulful  sigh 

From  my  sad  heart  springs  ;  but  she  knoweth  it  not. 

When  on  the  rock-fern  the  dew  pearl  gleams 
Through  the  gates  of  sleep  steal  the  blessed  dreams 
Of  the  maidens  whom  I  long  have  sought ; 
But  alas,  when  the  grey  morn  dawns  again 
I  awake  but  to  feel  the  hunger  and  pain, 
For  my  heart  is  sore  ;  but  she  knoweth  it  not. 
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TWO     ROSES 

O  maiden  of  the  antique  mould 

Radiant,   lithe-limbed,   consummate,   rare  ; 

With  sparkling  eyes  and  hair  of  gold 

Shedding  a  halo  everywhere. 

As  sunlight  on  the  morning  dew. 

Or  flashed  on  veins  of  spangled  ore, 

So  like  the  lovely  rose  we  knew 

Whom  but  to  see  was  to  adore  ; 

Thou  in  thy  virtues  art  secure 

As  that  sweet  flower  whose  thorn  and  spear 

Kept  it  inviolably  pure. 

Thy  breath  is  incense,  and  thy  tear 

A  jewel  of  compassion  bright ; 

Thy  heart  a  secret  cabinet 

Wherein  all  mysteries  of  delight 

And  Love's  transcendent  joys  are  met. 

O  woman  with  the  lustful  eye 
Flaunting  for  pelf  thy  faded  charms 
Before  the  gaze  of  passers-by. 
Long  dead  to  Virtue's  quick  alarms  ; 
With  shrunken  and  cadaverous  face 
Powdered  and  painted  to  conceal 
The  indelible  and  leprous  trace 
That  partnered  Sin  and  Death  reveal 
How  vain  is  all  thy  pomp  and  show 
Of  furs  and  feathers,  gems  and  flowers  ? 
So  like  the  rose  that  erst  did  blow 
In  beauty  in  yon  odorous  bowers  ; 
But  rude  men  plucked  and  handled  thee. 
And  sipped  thy  beauty  one  by  one ; 
And  as  thy  mortal  change  they  see 
They  smile,  or  sigh,  and  then pass  on. 
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NIGHT. 

In  the  Bush. 

Alone  I 
Not  a  sigh 
In    the    trees, 
Not  the  moan 
Of  a  breeze 
Passing   by  I 

Alone 

In  the  hush 

Of  the  night  I 

Whither  flown 

Nymph   and  sprite 

Of  the  bush? 

Alone  1 

Nought  is  heard 
Of  the  leaves 
Earthward   blown, 
Rustling  sheaves. 
Passing  bird. 

Alone, 

With  the  scars 
Of  the  years 
To  atone 
With  my  tears, 
'Neath  the  stars  I 
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Alone  I 
Oh  to  feel 
Those  dear  hands, 
Once  mine  own, 
In  soft  bands 
Round  me  steal  1 

Alone ! 
Oh  to  feel 
The  hot  breath 
Passion  blown, 
And  the  death- 
Thrusting  steel  I 

Alone  I 
Is  it  so  ? 
He  is  here, 
The   Unknown 
Whom  I  fear. 
This  I  know  1 

Alone  1 
Oh  my  soul 
Would  that  thou 
Wert  His  throne  I 
Peace  would  now 
Round  thee  roll. 
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INVITATION  TO  LOVE. 

Eyes  deep  and  tender  with  unguessed  delight. 
Lips  red  and  peerless  to  charm  and  invite  ; 
Limbs  sleek  and  supple  with  love-veined  skin, 
To  woo  thee  and  love  thee  I     Say,  can  it  be  sin  ? 

Hair  like  the  lustre  of  sunlight  and  dawn, 
Teeth  like  the  white  pearls  from  Orient  seas  drawn  ; 
Laughter  that  dimples  the  round  cheeks  and  chin, 
To  woo  thee  and  love  thee  1     Say,  can  it  be  sin  ? 

Steps  like  the  soft  steps  of  wind  on  the  flowers, 
Voice  like  the  singing  of  birds  in  lone  bowers  ; 
Gesture  and  motion  to  capture  and  win, 
To  woo  thee  and  love  thee  I     Say,  can  it  be  sin  ? 

All  the  dear  raptures  of  reveries,  dreams, 

All  the  wild  music  of  winds,  seas  and  streams, 

Heighten  thy  beauties  without  and  within. 

To  woo  thee  and  love  thee  !     Say,  can  it  be  sin  ? 


FLOWERS    OF    IMAGINATION  117 


THE    WORM 

0  thou  who  comest  in  a  pilgrim  pace 

My  guest  to  be, 

With  slimy,  stealthy  crawl 

Unto  this  banquet  hall 

For  plenitude  of  place, 
Thou  ne'er  didst  visit  me  before 
In  all  those  days  and  years  of  yore. 

But  lo,  I  welcome  thee  I 

My  couch  is  soft,  the  darkness  still  and  deep, 
Nought  may  disturb 
Thy  silent  revelry  ; 
And  while  thou  feed'st  on  me 
And  thy  dark  orgies  keep, 

1  will  not  shake  thee  from  my  shroud, 
Nor  utter  imprecations  loud, 

Nor  whisperings  ascerb. 

For  Nature's  secret  minister  art  thou 

To  work  God's  will. 

Thou  wilt  transmute  to  dust 

This  citadel  of  lust. 

So,  in  my  guest-hall  now 
O  wanderer  inarticulate 
Draw  closer  to  me  I     See  I     I  wait  I 

Thy  priestlike  task  fulfil. 

Say,  wilt  thou  not  deal  with  me  like  a  friend, 

As  I  with  thee  ? 

And  whilst  my  folk  above 

Still  think  of  me  with  love, 

And  their  high  converse  tend 
To  him  they  knew  and  loved  erstwhile. 
Whose  songs  did  oft  their  hearts  beguile, 

Who  heeds  them  ?     Ah  I     Not  we  I 
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Now  to  thy  task,  and  I  will  tell  thee  all 

The  mystery 

Of  which  ne'er  yet  a  gleam 

Dawned  in  thy  ken  ;    the  dream 

That  men  call  life  ;    the  ball 
Of  earth,  the  sun,  the  moon,  the  stars 
That  float  about  their  prison  bars. 

Say,  is  it  nought  to  thee  ? 

Then  Fll  rehearse  these  tales  of  youth's  desire. 

Such  as  we  told 

Fair  maids  in  twilight  hours 

In  secret  garden  bowers. 

Or  round  the  winter  fire  ; 
Of  dim-lit  casements,  daggers  bright, 
Duels  and  nuptials,  stolen  delight 

Of  love  ne'er  bought  with  gold. 

Or  I  will  sing  thee  songs  romantic,  wild, 

Of  love  and  bliss  ; 

And  passionate,  subtle  lays 

That  oft  in  other  days 

Have  kings  and  queens  beguiled 
And  shook  the  world  with  noble  deeds. 
Ah,  God  I   he  neither  hears  nor  heeds  I 

O  worm,  it  comes  to  this  I 
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INVOCATION 

To  The 

Queen  of  Parnassus,  where  all  high  souls  tryst, 

As  to  the  tremulous  light. 

The  lone  belated  bird, 

With  wistful  instincts  stirred, 

Oareth  in  avid  flight. 
So  I,  with  aidant  Hope,  a  humble  amorist, 

Hence  dedicate  to  thee 

My  life's  virility, 
With  pregnant  Song  my  leal  auxiliar, 
Thy  spilth  of  favour,  my  soul's  beacon  Star  I 

Lady,  the  splendours  of  thy  eyes  and  hair 

Enwreathe   and  perturb  ate 

My  being,  early,  late. 
Amid  the  strife  of  years  I  meet  thee  everywhere ; 

And  while  of  me,  men  say. 

He  is  like  us,  but  clay. 
And  bears  the  doom  of  dust  upon  his  face. 

They  see  not  'neath  the  mask. 

The  dream,  the  vigil,  task, 
For  thine  approval.     Thou  art  more  than  they. 

These  smouldering  embers,  light  nor  heat  impart ; 

Beside  the  altar's  stair 

Thy  deep-sworn  votary  stands  ; 

To  thee  I  raise  my  hands 

In  calm  auspicious  prayer. 
O  flood  with  light  my  soul,  with  fervent  heat  my  heart, 

And  when  my  thoughts,  desires, 

Are  kindled  with  thy  fires, 
Through  my  empurpled  veins  in  cadence  strong 
Shall  spurt  and  stream  the  imperial  blood  of  Song ! 
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UNFORGIVEN 

The  dead  man  in  his  coffin  lay 
Within  the  chamber.     Entered  there 
His  erring  wife.     "  O,  husband,  pray 
Forgive  me  1  "     "  Hence,  thou  false  as  fair  I  '* 

She  returned  with  a  forget-me-not 
Clasped  in  her  trembling  hand  and  said, 
**  Forgive  me  ere  I  leave  this  spot !  " 
*'  Away  I   mercy  and  love  are  dead  !  " 

She  came  again  with  chasmed  fears 
And  heart  nigh  broken,  wending  slow. 
*'  Husband,  forgive  me,  by  these  tears  1  ** 
*'  Frail,  perjured,  wanton  woman,  go  !  '* 

Still  weeping,  her  sad  way  she  took 
In  silence  through  the  open  door  ; 
He  rose  and  sent  a  wistful  look 
At  her  adown  the  corridor. 
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LOVE    AND    DEATH 

O  Love,  if  thou  to  me 

Give  light  and  song, 

To  attend 

My  flagging  footsteps  as  I  thread 

Life's  tangled  maze. 

Then  will  I  live  for  thee, 

And  deem  it  wrong 

Dear  friend 

To  seek  rest  in  the  twilight  with  the  dead, 

Nor  sing  thy  praise  I 

0  Death,  if  thou  wilt  give 
Me  light  and  song. 

To  attend 

My  weary  feet  when  as  I  tread 

Thy  unseen  ways, 

1  will  not  ask  to  live. 
Nor  deem  it  wrong 
Sweet  friend 

If  thou  should'st  make  the  restful  grave  my  bed. 
But  sing  thy  praise  1 
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ENAMOURED 

A  Serenade 

Maiden,  who  wanderest  at  the  close  of  day 
So  pensively  among  the  fruits  and  flowers, 
Full  well  I  know  that  Love  has  crossed  thy  way. 
So  let  me  share  thy  dreams  I 

Here  in  the  stillness  of  the  twilight  hours, 
When  odorous  violets  sleep,  and  daisies  swoon„ 
And  all  the  birds  nest  in  their  leafy  bowers, 
O  let  me  share  thy  dreams  1 

Afar  on  the  horizon  dawns  the  moon. 
And  one  by  one  peeps  forth  each  dusky  star  ; 
On  all  around  Night  pours  her  sleepy  boon. 
So  let  me  share  thy  dreams 

If  aught  on  earth  thy  innocence  would  mar, 
Or  thy  unfolding  passion  subtly  snare, 
Let  thy  eyes  tell  me  what  thy  perils  are. 
And  let  me  share  thy  dreams  1 

Lo  here  are  crimson  poppies,  lilies  fair, 
Pansies  and  tulips,  dahlias,  harebells  too. 
Love's  ministers,  thy  fancies  pure  to  share  ; 
Let  me  too  share  thy  dreams  I 

I,  thy  transcendent  lover,  would  thee  woo 
To  ecstasy,  whilom  the  brooklet  streams  ; 
Beside  thee  I  would  bide  the  long  night  through  ; 
O  let  me  share  thy  dreams  I 
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A    RHAPSODY 

On  Receiving  a  Flask  of  Perfume  from  a  Lady 
—Unknown 

O  for  a  quill  from  an  archangel's  wing, 

A  chalice  filled  with  an  immortal  dye  ; 

A  manuscript,  sweet-scented  as  the  Spring, 

An  utterance,  glorious  as  a  Summer  sky, 

That  I  might  pen  in  characters  eterne 

The  dreams  I  dream,  the  thoughts  that  in  me  burn  I 

There  is  a  subtle  music  that  awakes 

Far  off  remembrances  of  some  high  state, 

Vague  yearnings  to  recall  the  parent  lakes 

From  whence,  through   Time   and  Change,   through 

Chance  and  Fate 
The  life-blood  stream  that  flows  in  us  to-day 
Through  sterile  ages  clove  and  found  its  way. 

Old  ballad  music  from  the  harper's  strings. 

And  tavern  songs  attuned  with  violin 

Conjure  again  some  dear  dead  vanished  things, 

Dreams,  rapturous  emotions  ;    and  we  win 

Trophies  of  beauty  from  the  night  guitars, 

As  dewdrops  catch  their  burnish  from  the  stars. 

And  there  are  times  when  Nature's  music  yields 
Mysterious  sense  of  perfume,  pungent,  rare  ; 
The  magic  odours  of  the  new-mown  fields 
Are  mingled  with  the  lark's  song  everywhere  ; 
We  cull  from  rippling  wavelet,  plashing  oar. 
Sweet  scents  of  flowers  around  the  cottage  door. 
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The  poet  in  the  acorn  saw  the  oak. 

And  heard  the  axes  of  the  dalesmen  ring  ; 

He  dreamt  of  shipyards,  where,  mid  fire  and  smoke 

The  stout  leviathans  were  fashioning  ; 

He  saw  the  pennons  streaming  in  the  breeze, 

And  heard  the  battle  on  far  alien  seas. 

This  symbol-prescience  the  lover  hath, 
Who,  wandering  idly,  in  the  twilight  close 
Discerned  a  perfumed  glove  across  his  path. 
He  raised  it  to  his  lips,  and  there  arose 
The  vision  of  a  blue-veined  gentle  hand 
And  a  sweet  face,  no  votary  could  withstand. 

The  glance  of  women  I  have  never  known, 

The  solitude  of  forests  still  and  deep  ; 

Faint  incense  from  deep  fabled  islands  blown, 

The  mystery  of  seas  that  never  sleep, 

And  shadowy  gossamers  from  faery  looms 

Disturb  me  with  their  splendours  and  their  glooms. 

0  dream-dispensing  flagon  that  I  hold 
Within  my  fingers  !     Say  !     What  art  is  thine 
Thou  dost  the  world  invisible  unfold, 

With  all  its  wonders  to  these  eyes  of  mine  ? 
Distilled  enchantress  !     As  thy  odours  rise 

1  wander  through  the  groves  of  Paradise  1 

A  garden,  rich  and  fragrant  with  perfumes 
That  through  the  gateways  of  the  senses  steal 
Like  Autumn  dreams,  soft  whisperings  of  the  dooms 
Of  Beauty's  votaries,  who  would  reveal 
Her  hallowed  vagaries,  and  secret  ways 
Before  the  world's  inquisitorial  gaze. 
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Within  that  garden  she  I  love  and  fear 

In  the  still  hour  of  eve  crepuscular 

Is  roaming,  ever  distant,  ever  near, 

Like  some  elusive,  disembodied  star  ; 

And  all  her  grace  and  virtue  I  rehearse 

In  many  a  strain  of  love-impassioned  verse. 

Neath  fronded  ferns  the  dew  pearls  fall  upon, 
Where  through  my  eager  eyes  but  dimly  see 
I  watch  her  shadow  passing  o'er  the  lawn, 
And  there  in  silence  listen  cunningly. 
And  follow  her  enraptured  though  afar  ; 
I,  the  poor  son  of  earth,  and  she  a  star. 

Though  ever  present  at  the  garden  tryst 
In  all  her  wealth  of  beauty,  power  and  grace, 
Will  her  rose-lips  by  me  be  ever  kissed  ? 
Shall  I,  in  life,  her  radiant  form  embrace  ? 
Alas  !     Is  she  but  fated  to  allure  ? 
Alas  I     Am  I  but  fated  to  endure  I 

Ah  me  ?     I  swoon  to  see  those  eyes,  wherein 
The  fiery  solitudes  of  passion  dwell  I 
Do  I  behold  my  own  translated  sin 
Mirrored  in  orbs  too  pure  for  earth  ?     O  tell 
Bright  seraph  thou  descending  from  above  ; 
Curb  my  wild  thoughts,  and  sublimate  my  love  I 

They  talk  of  the  celestial  influence  given 

To  the  far-flashing  comet  ere  it  dies  ; 

To  wintry  stars,  when  peering  down  from  heaven, 

The  moon's  bright  sickle  gleaming  in  the  skies  ; 

But  thou,  beloved,  robed  in  thy  cymar 

To  me  art  fairer  than  the  Hesper  Star. 
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I  sometimes  think  the  lily  and  the  rose, 
The  glowing  rainbow  and  the  starry  night ; 
The  radiant  morning,  roseal  evening's  close, 
The  graceful  swan,  and  tiger  burning  bright, 
And  all  that's  lovely  in  earth,  air  and  sea. 
Are  so  with  love,  the  love  I  bear  for  thee. 

For  Love  doth  colour,  tone,  my  every  sense. 

And  Nature's  nought,  but  what  she  is  to  me  ; 

For  all  obey  the  heart's  omnipotence, 

Are  what  Love  makes  them,  when  inspired  by  thee  ; 

The  glory  of  the  ocean,  landscape,  star, 

Is  circumscribed  by  what  we  feel  and  are. 

May  life's  frost  never  chill  that  heart  to  ice 
That  beats  beneath  thy  bosom  of  pure  snow  I 
Nor  Time  e'er  pale  those  red  lips  that  entice 
To  rapture,  joy,  with  youth's  impassioned  glow  I 
And  long  may  flowers  of  gold  change  with  desire 
On  thy  warm  breast,  and  flash  with  crimson  fire  ! 

O  let  thy  eloquent  eyes  reveal  my  bliss 
Or  bane,  from  their  vast  depths  invisible  I 
Whom  wilt  thou  favor  with  thy  soulful  kiss  ? 
For  whom  the  love-light  of  those  eyes  ?     O  tell ! 
Shall  one  more  loved  than  I,  thy  soft  cheeks  press  ? 
Ah  I     Without  thee,  Ufe  is  a  wilderness  I 

O  that  we  two  in  some  deep  leaf-veiled  bower 
From  cold  earth-fettered  hearts  removed  afar 
Might  die  together  in  the  self-same  hour, 
I,  the  poor  humble  clod,  and  she  a  star  ; 
That  both,  when  we  to  grey,  cold  ashes  turn 
By  pious  hands  be  placed  in  marble  urn  1 
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Imagination  I     Thou  who  givest  dreams 
That  sleep  or  strange  narcotics  never  gave ; 
Sole  monarch  of  that  vaster  world  that  streams 
Into  our  nobler  vision  ;   from  the  grave 
Shall  Life  arise,  beyond  this  mortal  breath 
Renascent  in  the  mystic  Halls  of  Death  ? 
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